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YOUNG WILD WEST'S BAREBACK BEAT 


SOR- 


The Boss Boy of the Broncho Busters 


BY AN OLD SCOUT 


CHAPTER I. 


A RIVER RESCUE. 

It was a stormy day in spring, a few, years ago, when our 
story opens, 

It had been raining almost steadily for three days, and 
the waters of the Missouri river had swollen to alarming 
proportions. 

In a grove of cottonwoods on the left bank of the river 
in the state of Montana, was a camp containing 
people. 

Two tents were pitched, and а number of cedars 
been cut and placed so they would keep off the storm 
much as possible. 

A blazing fire of logs and smaller wood cast out a red glow, 
in spite of the drenching rain, and things were more co:n- 
fortable than might be imagined about the camp. 

У. maunches of a bear and also the loins and haunches 
4 а deer were hanging to the limb of a tree, so the smoke 
zom the fire might serve the purpose of curing them, 
making the meat remain in a preserved condition, 

The tents were so pitched that the flaps were on the lee 
side of the point of the compass the wind was blowing 
from, and faced the muddy, swollen river. 

Sitting in the tents were those who comprised the party 
and though the afternoon was waning, and darkness would 
soon be upon hem, they presented anything but a discour- 
aged appearanoe. 


had 
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Without going any further, we may as well state that 
the nariy consisted о. Young Wild West, the Champion 
Deaüshot of the West, the Prince of the Saddle, and the| 


companions who usually went with him on his trips in searcn 
of fortune and adventure. 

Young Wild West was, without the shadow of a doubt, 
the ‘best-known and most popular boy hero the West aad 
ever produced. 

Handsome, brave unto recklessness, cool at al] stages of 
the game, and ever ready to help the weak and punish the 
guilty, he had made a name for himself that many ап 
older Westerner would have been glad to possess. 

He loved the natural wildness and feared not the wild 
beasts or the villainous men, both white and red, who were 
scattered about the whole region known as the Wild West, 


eight | 


and | 


| 


| wild 


ever ready to prey upon travelers and Kill when the oeca- 
sion required, 

Being ihe owner of mines and & couple of ranches, Young 
West had plenty of money at his command, thouzh 
he was but a boy in years. 

His two partners, Cheyenne Charlié and Jim Dart, were 
of the same inclination as he was, which was to rove through 
the wildest paris of the West and look up stirring 

Cheyenne Charlie w hardly more than thirty, but 
had served several yea in the ny às a scout, and 
about as experienced as any man in the business, 


scenes. 
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he 
was 


Jim Dart was a boy about the same age as our hero, who 
had been brought up to fight for his life against hostile 
Indians and white renegades. 

They both regarded Young Wild West as the coolest and 
best leader they had ever seen, and they ajways stood ready 
to 40 as he suggested, no matter what it might 

Anna, the wife of the scout, was with them, and so were 
the two sweethearts of the boys, 

Charming Arietta Murdock, a true girl of the Wild West, 
was Our hero’s sweetheat. She was blonde, and she could 
handle a rifle or revolver, with the skill or а veteran hunter; 


be. 


She an expert with a horse, 
Elo Gardner, the sweetheart of Jim Dart, w: 
brunette type, and like Cheyenne Charlie's wife, she was 


far more timid than Arietta, 
But as they had both been born further tow: 


d ihe 


they could not be expected to be otherwise Stil, they 
knew how to shoot, and they could ride like veterans, 
Young Wild West had a wealth of light chestnut hair 


hanging over his shoulders, while Qheyenne Charlie, whose 
hair was almost jet blaek, wore it down over his shoulders, 
also. He had a heavy mustache, too, and he might be called 
a perfect type of a scout of the West. 

Jim Dart always kept his hair cut pretty close, since a 
fever had caused it 10 be too thin to It grow long. But 
he had all the appearance of a Westerner, just the same. 

АП three of the male members of the party wore fancy 
hunting suits of buckskin, and sported silk shirts of blue 
and red. 

The girls, as the three were always called by their es- 
corts, even though Anna was а married woman, were at- 
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tired in fancy riding and hunting costumes, which were well 
adapted to the outdoor life they were leading. 

Before we conclude with our brief introduction we must 
mention the fact that Young Wild West and his friends 
had two sevants. 

They жеге Chinamen, and they loked to be just common, 
every-day sons of the Flowery Kingdom, who had not been 
long in the United States. 

But they could both talk pretty good *'pigeon-English," 
and though one of them was only a. plain, simple-minded 
cook, the other was à real wonder, 

Their names were Hop Wah and Wing Wah, and they 
were brothers, 

It was Hop who was the “wonder.” He was employed 
by our hero to assist in the generai work that was required 


in camp life, but he served them in many other ways, and 
&mused them at the same time. 
He was a very clever magician and ventriloquist, and, 


at the same time was an expert card-sharp and liked “tan- 
glefoot,” as he called whisky. 

So much for the present. 

“Well, it is pretty near night again, and it don’t look 
as though it is going to stop raining yet," remarked Young 
Wild West, as he stepped out of the tent and took a look 
at the weather, 

"It'll stop afore morning, though, Wild," answered Chey- 
enne Charlie. “Ther wind will about shift when it gits 
dark, an’ then it'll beging to clear up. Ther sun will be 
shinin' good an’ hot to-morrer mornin’, see ii it ain't!" 

“Well, Iu admit that you are a better judge of the weather 
than 1 am, Charlie, so we will let it go as you say. Hello! 
what is that coming down “the river?” 

He had chanced to look out at the rushing torrent of 
muddy water, and an unusual sight met his gaze. 

Coming down the river, pretty close to the shore on the 
Side the camp was located, was a flat-bottomed boat of ine 
scow type, 

In it were two persons, and by the looks of them they 
were bound and helpless. 

“Great gimlets!" exclaimed the scout, and then al! hands 
ran out in the rain to witness the strange sight. 

But Young Wild West did not remain idle an instant. 

He seemed to: know just what to do. 

"My rope, Hop!" he cried, and the Chinaman sprang to 
get it for him. 

Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart also ran to get theirs, 
but Wild was almost to the river bank when they started 
after him. 

The young deadshot saw that the two in the scow were 
men. ‘They saw him just then, and they began to shout 
to be saved. 

The clumsy craft was not more than thirty feet from 
the shore, but there was nothing about it that a noose could 
be thrown over. 

There was only-one chance to save them, and that was 
to rope one of them. 

Young Wild West looked down the stream, and saw that 
there was à rapids à hundred yards below. 

If the scow went over this the chances were that 15 would 
be overturned, and that meant that the two ne pee men 
"would surely be drowned. 

“Keep cool!” he called out to the two men, 
now in a frenzy of combined hope and despair. 
to rope one of you. Can you stand up?” 

Both got upon their feet instantly. 

“Get a few feet apart," he said, and they did so. 

His two partners were now on the river bank, standing in 
the water almost up to their knees, for the bank had been 
flooded since the early morning. 

"Boys," said Young Wild West, "I'm going to take the 
fellow to the right. As soon as I get him one of you let go 
for the other fellow. The other will be ready in case cf 
a miss. It won't do to try and drag that clumsy scow in, 
for the rope may get around the man’s neck. Now, boys! 
Steady out there in the scow!” 

The agile boy was whirling the lariat over his head now, 
and wading along the submerged bank, 

Whizz! 

The flexible rope flew out toward the clumsy craft, zig- 
завета through the air like a long snake. 
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A quick twitch ang the wide noose fell over the (шаш, 
who was nearest the bow of the SCOW. . 

A second later Cheyenne Charlie's lariat went out. 

The scout was right there, for he manged it so he lassoed 
the other man very neatly. 

Shortly ong ef them lost his balance and pitched over- 
board, since he was standing close to the side of the scow. 

He was the one Charlie had lassoed, and with the assist- 
ance of Jim he began pulling him rapidly through the water 
for the shore. 

"Jump!" Wild called out to the other fellow. 

Splash! 

The command was obeyed unhesitatingly. 

On went the scow toward the rapids, while our three 
friends pulled the two men they had saved from it to the 
bank, 


They were soon landed, but they had swallowed more or 
less water, in spite of themselves, and it was not until they 
were dragzed high ang dry that they were able to speak. 

Then both blurted out their thanks. 

They were cut loose and then led to the fire. 

Hop, the clever Chinaman, unearther a bottle of liquor 
from somewhere, and kindly gave them each a drink. 

This revived them wonderfully, and then Young Wild West 
asked them who they were. 

They gave their names as Joe Tracy and Sam Perkins, and 
said they belonged to a ranch about twenty miles up the 
river. 

They had been caught by a gang of cowboys from a rival 
ranch, and bound and tiana intọ the scow, which was then 
set adrift. 

“The cowboys must have been pretty sore on you, or they 
would not have sent you off to almost certain death," said 
our hero, lookin gat them sharply. 

"They was mighty sore on us," answered Tracy. “They 
was mad ‘cause we beat 'em in a  broncho bustin’ match 
yisterday. Our boss, which is named Dick Dangle, had 
a lot of wild bronchos sent up from Texas, an’ they got ter 
ther ranch ther day afore yisterday. Ther boss is a mighty 
good feller, an’ kn n' that me an’ Perkins had been in ther 
bustin’ business down in Texas, he depended on us ter show 
ther boys how ter break in ther bronchos so they could Le 
used. He got 'em mighty cheap, I s'pose, fur they're about 
the worst lot of four-legged critters I ever seen! They've 
been given up as jobs long afore he bought 'em, I reckon. 
But anyhow, we allowed that we could fix 'em, if anyone 
could, so he decided ter invite ther boys over from Robley's 
ranch, which is next ter ours, an' make a sort of holiday out 
of it Robley’s men thought they could ride an’ tame any- 
thing that ever went on four legs, but me an’ Sam here 
sorter carried off ther honors, though there was half a dozen 
or so that we couldn't do anything with. Well, ter'make a 
long story short, we а] got too much whisky aboard last 
night an’ we had a fight. This mornin’, while we was asleep, 
we was catched by three of Robley's men, an’ about an hour 
ago they tied an’ chucked us in ther scow. That's ther whole 
thing of it, an’ it's true, every word of it, ain't it Sam?” 

“Jest as true as Gospel!" Perkins declared, solemnly, 

Young Wild West gave a low whistle. 

“So we were within ten miles of a ranch ај this time, 
and didn’t know it, eh?” he exclaimed. “Well, that is what 
І call rather surprising. I guess we may as well strike ow 
for the ranch these fellows hail from. What do you say?” 

He looked at his companions as he spoke. 

"Well, if it is going to stop raining to-night I think we 
may as well stay here til morning, Wild," answered the 
sweetheart of the dashing Prince of the Saddle. “We 
have stuck it out so long without getting wet, and I can't 
see where it would be advisable to start out in this drench- 
ing rain, with-night close at hånd, even though the distance 
to the ranch is only ten miles." 

“I reckon you're right, Et," noddeq the boy. “There is 
no need of riding through the driving rain in the dark. 
These two men can stay here with us, if they wish." 

They both declared that they would only be too glad to 
stay, and then the Chinamen proceeded to hunt up some- 
thing dry for them to put on. 

Half an hour later the cowboys from Dangle's ranch were 
eating a hearty supper. ] 

As théy had been kept prisoners all day long in a barn 
belonging to Robley's ranch, they жеге pretty hungry. 


Tt certainly had beén a thrilling experience they had 
gone through, but they were quite used to danger, and they 
soon got over it. 

“Yer kin bet yer life we'll git square on ther galoots what 
done it!” Tracy exclaimed, as they were talking about it 
after supper. 

"Bug Hike was ther ringleader,’ his companion chimed in. 
"If it hadn't been fur him we would have been let go, in- 
stead of bein’ kept all day long in ther barn. He's ther 
one what has got ter suffer ther most." 

"[ don't blame you fellers fur wantin’ ter git square 
with ther galoots,” said Cheyenne Charlie, who was one cf 
the king of men who was of the opinion that any man— 
white, black, red or yellow—who would try to kill another, 
should be summarily dealt with. 

His long life on the mountains and plains had instilled 
this into him, but he always gave way to Young Wilg West 
if the boy advised differently, 

"Well" observed our hero, after he had thought it over, 
“I guess we wil take the trouble to find out what kind of 
fellows Robley has got working for him. ТІ rather think 
that they must be a pretty bad lot, or they would not tie 
two men and put them in а scow, апа then send them 
down the river to their doom. As for the bad bronchos 
Dangle hae got, 1 would like to see them. We know а 
little about broncho-busting ourselves, don't we boys?” 

"A little.” answered Jim Dart, smiling significantly. 

“Which means a good deal, maybe," added Perkins, notic- 
ing thé manner of Jim. 


“Well, we have been down where reà] buek- 


in Texas, 


ing btonchos are to be found, апа we have fooled with | 
“So you say your boss 


quite a little,” our hero remarked. 
is a pretty good sort of a man, eh?” 

“Oh, he can’t be beat. He's as square an’ honest as ther 
day is long!” Tracy retorted. 

“Well, what sort of a man is Robley, then?” 

The two cowboys loked at each other, and shrugged their 
shoulders. 

“We don't know much about him,” 
“But nobody seems ter like him much.” 

Tt was now pitch dark. The rain wag still falling, but not 
so fast, and it Jooked as though Cheyenne Charlie's pro- 
phecy might come true. 


Perkins answered. 
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CHAPTER П. 
BUG HIKE AND HIS GANG ARE CALLED. 


The storm that had caused such 4 flood in the region of 
the Upper Missouri came: to an епа Shortly before mid- 
night. ~ 

Cheyenne Charlie happened to be doing guard duty at 
“he time, and when he saw the stars coming out one by 
ane he gave a nod of satisfaction. 

^W ineswed i,” hy miattercd. “Ther wind was workin’ 
around ате dark, an that was a sure sign that ft was 
goin’ ter stop rainin’, It'll be a mighty hot day to-morrer, 
ani ГП bet on it." 

The next morning our friends were much pleased to note 
the change in the weather, 

It was not long after sunrise that they sat down to @ 
substantial breakfast, ang then the work of getting ready 
to move was begun. 

The two cowboys from Dangle' ranch assisted all they 
could, and they both seemed delighted ta have Young 
Wila West and his companions go to the ranch with them. 

“Ther boss an’ his wife an’ daughter will be mighty 
pleased ter see yer, I know," declared Perkins. “They al- 
ways like ter have visitors; they cairt do enough fur 'em." 

“That's right," chimed in Tracy. “They sartinly do like 
ter, have visitors theré. It, ain’t very often that they see 
strangers up this way, any d 

“Well, we will soon find but whether we are welcome or 
not" said Wild. “It won't take very long for us to ride 
over to the ranch. I suppose we will have to pass Robley’s 
place, won't we?" ( 

"was; Robley's is on this side, We'll strike ther cattle 
range in about a mile from here. The woods stops there, 
an’ then it's putty level grass-land.” 

It wa snot long before they were ready. to leave, 


| less than an hour they reached them, 
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мич and Jim each took one of tho cowboys on with 
em. 

The horse of our hero was a fine sorrel stallion, speedy 
and full of endurance. ¿The boy had named him Spitfire 
the day he tamed him from a wild mustang of the plains 
to ап obedient steed, safe to ride. 

That was the time the nickname of Prince of the Saddle 
had been given to Young Wild West, for he was the only 
one of ћа! а dozen expert horsemen who had managed to 
tame the sorrel stallion. One man had been killed outright, 
and,two or three more or less wounded in the trial. 

But the Prince of the Saddle had conquered, and when 
he did so he won the horse as a prize, 

Just before this happened those who knew the animal 
would not have taken him as a gift, but now money could 
not buy him, 

And it was all due to the wonderful skill and tact of the 
dashing young hero of the West. 

Wild's two partners, and the girls, had the best 
Steeds that money could buy. 

The two Chinamen rode mustangs well adapted to them, 
and thé pack-horses they leq behind them were strong and 
enduring, 

They followed the course of the river, and in a very few 
minutes they left the woods behind them and were on the 
grazing lands belonging to Ranchman Robley. 

"Robley is not apt to interfere with us, is he?" asked 
Wilda of Joe Tracy, who was seated behind him. 

"Oh, no," was the reply, “there ain't nothin’ ugly about 


also, 


him. He always 'pears ter be a very fine mah. But he 
ain't, jest ther same." 
"Ah, I see. One of the smooth sort, eh?" 


“Yes, I reckon that's right." 

Over to the left a pretty big herd of cattle could be seen 
grazing. 3 

In the distance, close to the river, the buildings connected 
with the ranch showed up dimly. 

It was straight for these that our friends rode, and in 
though they had 
been covering the ground rather slow, at that. 

"It'S a putty big ten miles, I reckon," observed Choy- 
enne Charlie, 

“Well, it might be a little more; 1 was only judgin' by 
ther time we was in ther scow," answered Ттапсу. 

Just then they saw half a dozen cowboys come out of a 
shed апа Start toward them, E 

They were mounted on pretty good-looking horses, and 
by the way they came galloping up they meant business. 

"Any of the fellows there who put you in the stow?” 
queried Wiid. 

сува" exclaimed Sam Perkins. "That's ther very crowd 
what «one it! There's Bug Hike in jther lead. Ther 


апа 


galoots took our shooters from us, so if they git nasty we 
won't have much show." . 

“You forget that we have shooters,” remarked Jim Dart, 
with a smile, “I guess we'll soon quiet them if they go to 
making any fuss." 

"Yer kin bet your life we 
nificantly. 

The cowboys acted as though they were very much inte 
ested in the spectacle of two horses carrying double b 
dens. 

They also seemed to be eager to get closer to the girls. 

U they came with a dash, and halting so quickly that 
their horses fairly reared, ' 

"How аге yer, strangers?” called out the villainous-look- 
ing fellow Perkins had said was Bug Hike, and then he 
огледа the girls and laughed, 

"Oh, we аге all right," Wild answered coolly. “What 
are you laughing at? I don’t see anything at all funny.” 

"Hey?" and the man looked at him in astonishment. 

"Didn't you hear what I said?” 

"I dunno as I did. Yes, see, I was payin’ my  'téntlons 
ter ther gals jest then. But never mind! Yer needn't say 
it over agin. I'd like ter know right away what you're doin’ 
with them two horse thieves you've got there?" 

"That's what's ther matter!" bawled the rest of the cow- 
boys, as though they had it all arranged to do it that way. 

"If therë are any horse thieves in this crowd, I don't 
know it,” our hero answered. “Go ahead wih your game.” 

“What game?" asked Bug Hike. 


wil!" added the scout, sig- 
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"Why, didn't you have something in view when you 
Started to meet us?” 

"Oh, yes!" 

“Well, go ahead and do what you intended to then.” 

“Oh, we'll do it fast enough. We ain't in no particular 
hurry about it, are we boys?" 

"No; we got all day fur that matter," said one of them, 
while the rest laughed as though it was very amusing. 

"Wel, we haven't got all day, so you had better com- 
mence right.away. If you don't I will.” 

"you'll commence, eh? ‘What'll yer do?" an dthe leader 
of the gang looked amazed, 

“You'll comence, eh?" What] yer do?" and the leader 
through your earcass, you sneaking-looking galoot!” 

Wild's eyes flashed dangerously as the words left his lips, 
but he did not touch either of hig revolvers. 

"I guess you don't know who you're talkin’ 


to, young 


feller. I’m Bug Hike, an’ I got ther name of bein ther 
worst man this side of Texas when I git started. Pm a 
broncho-buster, a man-killer, an’ a heart-breaker, when 


ladies is around. I'm all that's bag an’ good mixed together, 
80 look out for me!” 


The cowboys had pulled up so they barred the further 
progress of our friends in the way they had been heading. 

But that did not seem to worry them in the least, 

Even the faces of the three girls wore traces of smiles. 

But Joe Tracy and Sam Perkins seemed to be quite uneasy. 

They knew that вате gang had tried 'to send them to 
their death, ang that was quite enough to make them have 
a little fear of them. 

"It doesn't make a particle of difference to us who you 
are,” our hero answered. “Now, if you don’t start im to 
carry out the programme you had laid down, something 
wil happen mighty quick! What do you want, anyhow?” 

Becoming a bit exasperated, the young deadshot whipped 
out a revolver and leveled it,at the man. 

At this the other cowboys reached for the holsters at 
their sides. 

“None of that!” cried Cheyenne Charlie, 
first galoot that pulls a gun!” 

“Well, by ginger!" gasped Bug Hike. 

I calls somethin’ great! You folks can’t take no fun, 
reckon.” 
, "No; we don’t take the king of fun you fellows make,” 
retorted Wild. "Апу gang that will tie two men and put them 
ån a scow to drift down the river will do anything I guess. 
And what they would call] fun others would cal] fair. Just 
get out of the way now; we want to go оп.” 

They got out of the way quickly enough. 

It was wonderful to note the change that had come over 
them. 

When they came up they seemed about ready to do any- 
thing, but now they were as meek as lambs. 

Of course, it was all due to the wonderful] coglness of 
Young Wild West. 

He was orte boy in a thousand, anyhow. 

“We don’t want no trouble with yer,” said Bug Hike, try- 
ing to be pleasant, “When we first seen yer we thought yer 
had catched them two horse thieves, an’ was fetchin’ ‘em 
to- us." 

“We ain't no horse thieves, an’ you know it, Bug Hike," 
spoke up Tracy. “Jest because we beat you an’ your crowd 
at broncho-bustin’ you gits mad at us. I didn’t know as 
ye would go so fur as ter try an’ kill us, though.” 

“І reckon no one tried ter kill yer," was the retort the 
speaker adopting different tactics now. “We was all drunk, 
an' you know it. If we put yer in ther scow an' sent yer 
adrift it was only fur a little fun. We had sense enough 
ter know that someone would find yer. Jest call it off, now. 
"We don't want ter hold no grudge agin yer, an' we don't 
want yer ter hold any agin us. We're neighbors, an’ there's 
no use in bein’ in hot water all ther time,” 

Young Wild west smiled at this kind of talk. 

"You are trying to make out that you have got pretty 
good sense, even if you haven't," he observed. ‘Well, I 
guess we'll go on. Апу time you fellows want to learn any- 
thing about busting bronchos, or shooting, just call on me. 
Il] be glad to accommodate you, and if I need any help I 
have two pards here who can beat the duff out of any of 
vou without half trying. We are going to stop over av 


“PH shoot ther 


"If this ain't what 
I 
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Dangle's ranch for а day or two. -Come over and see us." 

Though the invitation was extended in a sarcastic way, 
the broncho busters did not take it that way. 

“All right,” answered Bug Hike, showing that he was 
rather pleased. “We'll be over right after dinner, We'll 
fetch our boss along, too. He'll gamble on me, ‘cause he 
know there never was a galoot what set straddle of a cayuse 
what could beat me on a wild broncho." 

"How about these two fellers?" spoke up 
Charlie, nodding towards Tracy and Perkins, 

“Pshaw! they only think they know somethin’ about 
ther game. They kin. both stick on a critter like a leech; 
but whet does that amount ter? It's ther tamin’ of a wild 
horse that counis I kin tame ther worst one what ever 
lived an’ make him so anybody kin ride him inside of 


Cheyenne 


‘twenty-four hours.” 


"You're wonder, I reckon," our hero said, with a laugh, 
“How are you at shooting? Are you quick and sure with 
а gun?" 

"I always was putty good, wasn't I boys?” 

“You bet!” came the reply from his followers. 

“All right. You fellows come over, and if Dangle has 
got any bronchos oyer there that can't be broken we'll see 
what you can do with them." 

"Oh, we would have had 'em all tamed now if it hadn't 
rained so hard yesterday." 

"One good thing about ther rain, it made ther ground 
soft, so yer didn't git hurt much when yer got throwed so 
many times,” spoke up Sam Perkins, who was now quite 
at his ease. 

There was a laugh from our 8 at this, and then 
they turned and rode on for Dangle’s ranch, which јаја 
only a couple of miles distant. 

The six broncho busters waited a minute or 80, and thea 
rode back to the barn, 

"My!" exclaimed Tracy, when they had gone, “but that 
was the best I ever seen, Young Wild West. You're ther 
coolest feller I ever seen, an’ no mistake, Them galoots 
meant ter make it warm fur ther whole lot of us when 
they come ter meet us. Ап’ they would have ínsulted ther 
gals too! "That's pest ther kind of hairpins they are!" 

“It is a good thing they didn’t try anything like that!" 
Arietta spoke up. “Some of them might have needed a 
grave by this time if they had,” 

Tracy said no more. 

But both he and Perkins were doing considerable think- 
ing, however. 

They thought they had fallen in with' some of the best 
and smartest people on earth, no doubt. 

Dangle's ranch was soon reached, and the two men who 
had been riding behing Charlie and our hero were giad to 
dismount. 

They were met by two cowboys near the big stable of the 
ranch, and received a rousing welcome, 

“Where have yer been?" was the question put to them. 

They soon told their story ang then Young Wild West 
and his friends were introduced to them, 


While they were talking the owner of the ranch came 


| out, 


“Whoop!” he shouted. 
selves ter home, folks! 
my ranch.” 


"strangers, hey? Jest make your. 
, Strangers is always welcome si 


ee 
CHAPTER IIL 
AT DANGLE’S RANCH. 


Dangle proved to be just the sort of a man Tracy and 
Perkins had said he was, 

He shook hands with all our friends, including ‘the twe 
Chinamen, and then he invited them to the house, 

It so happened that he had never heard of Young Wild 
West, but that made no difference. Everybody wag wel- 
come.at his ranch. 

He had been in the ranching business for а number of 
years and though he did not carry it on so extensively 
now he had made his pile, and was satisfied to live an easy 
life. 

Sis. wife and daughter were just as glad to see ошу 


8. 


friends as he was, апа they soon were plying the girls with 
All sorts of questions. 

The daughter's name was Hattie, and though she had 
never been to à city more than two or three times in her 
life, she was bright and pretty well educated, 

When the ranchman heard ап that had happened to 
his two men he was much surprised, 

“Yer was lucky, boys,” he said to them. “S’pose Young 
Wild West an’ his friends hadn't been camped there?” 

“Well, we would have gone under, that's all," answered 
Perkins, shrugging his shoulders. 

“An’ nobody would have knowed what had become of 
us.’cept ther galoots what done it,” added Tracy. 

."I reckon they must be.looked after," said the ranch- 
man reflectively. “They ain't ther sort of fellerg as should 
be runnin' around loose." 

“Just let them be for a day.or two; they will run their 
length in that time," spoke up Young Wild West. “Why, 
they are coming over here. this afternoon to show what 
they can do with the wild bronchos you have.” 

“They showed what they could do yisterday," and Dan- 
gle smiled. “I sorter thought Tracy an’ Perkins was too 
much fur 'em." 

"That's what caused all ther trouble between ue Tracy 
hastened to Says. 

The day was а warm one, for the dins of year and the 
locality, but not just suited to. remaining on the porch. 

There’ was a fire burning in the kitchen, and its grate- 
‘ful warmth could be felt in the big room. that adjoined 
it, "which: -was sitting-room and the dining combined. 

It was in this room that our friends were. gathered. 

The two Chinamen were outside somewhere, putting away 
the campaing outfit where one of the men about the vlace 
had showed them, and as soon as they got through they came 
and stood on the porch and looked in the window. 

“Why, bless me!" exclaimed’ the ranchman's wife, 

em. are your heathen servants, Mr. West. Let them 
Perhaps they would like a drink of fresh but- 

21 am going to get some out for all hands. 

Ats and drinks, like other people, I suppose.” 

I guess they will enjoy the buttermilk, as. well as 
est of us Mrs Dangle” our hero replied, as he went to 

the door and left.the two Celestials in, à 

Wing had nothing to say, and sat down as soon 8s ne 
located a good place in a corner. 

Hop, on the other hand, stood up and bowed to every- 


урду: othe room. 
finee morning, so be," he said, smilingly. 
Уёгу replied Hattie Dangle, faughing at him. 


“Velly muchee finee.” 

"I suppose you like this kind of weather better than the 
rain же have been having?" the ріг! asked. 

"Lat allee samee light; we no likee е 
no goodee. Too muchee watee,/* è + Sud 

“Maybe you'd like to have a Tittle "buttékmilk; for a 
Change," spoke up Mrs Dangle, as she came in- With à big 
pitcher and a tray full of glasses, ^ 

siop bowed with extreme politeness, 
“Me likee buttsemilk allee samee .nucheo," he declared. 
Me, «Tur d uncle in China whatee likee butteemilk, too, 

M 
| äm sorry ће is in China, for if he was here I'd give 

him some’ and the good woman laughed, no doubt think- 
‘ing the Célestial was very funny in his remarks, indeed. 

But he was not only funny in his remarka but in his 
acts, too, as she was soon to find out. s: 

Нор was just in the humor to pérform óne «f nis mysti- 
fying tricks, and 'our friends knew it. 

They could always tell by the way he acted. 

"Wild thought it ‘all right to let him go ahead, so he said 
qu. g? A 
e butte ermilk was poured out, and they all took a. glass, 


x 


Баа Hop and Wing. . 
Hop be ‘first to set his glass on the tray, and as he 
did so he ed a few grains of a whitish powder in it 


гет оиву, by. yone. 

“Would you Ике, о have same more?" the good woman 
inquired in her pl nt way. 

"Lilee bit, so be," was the reply: 

She poured some of the buttermilk from the pitcher, 


^| 


allee ѕатее | 
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and as she did so she uttered a ery of alarm“ *ànd ‘Stopped 
when it was hardly half full. 
“Instead of buttermilk the glass seemed to contain ink! 
"My, my," she cried, looking alarmed. “Whatever is 
the matter?” 


"Velly stlange, so be," commented the clever Celestial. 
“Me likee butteemilk velly muchee, but me no likee dlink 
um ink. Ink allee samee goodee for lite lettee, but по 
goodee for dlink.” 

"What in thunder is ther matter with the buttermilk, 
Mary?” queried Dangle, taking the glass in his hand, and 
looking at it sharply. : R 

The woman and her daughter looked aghast. 

But our friends thought nothing strange of it, for they 
knew that Hop was responsible for the sudden changewin 
the color of the contents of the glass. Ки 


“Puttee some in шу blother’s glass, so ђе" 
Hop, as he took the glass as Wing wag about to s 
the tray. Р 

Acting as though she felt a certain misgiving about b hie 
woman poured some of the butermilk in the. glass. ' 

This time she uttered a cry of alarm, and almost drops 
ped the pitcher. й 9 
The liquid in the glass was аз red as blood! 
“Great ginger!" cried Dangle. “That's ther’ 

thing I ever seen.” ` 

But when he saw that his guests were smiling somewhat 
he “took a tumble," to use the expression, 

"I know!" he exclaimed. “Магу xci heathen is havin? 
some fun with yer.” " и 

Hop shook his head, sadly.” : | ^ 

“Velly muchee stlange," he declared. |... 

But he picked up the two glasses and“ walked ош of the 
house with them. € 

He did not want anyone to drink the соо putters 
milk by mistake, for the powders he had used were potion 
ous, 

Then Wild explained that Hop was not only a sort ot 
joker, but a clever sleight-of-hand performer, as. well. У 

Then the ranchman ang his wife and daughter : 
at the Chinaman in a way that was almost awesome, rat st 

"Me velly smartee, so be," said Hop, thinking it best to 
let it be known, for a fact; “me gottee unclee in cnin 
whattee velly smartee and me allee samee likee my ancl | 

"Well why don't yer show some of your s$mártne 
have done with it?" spoke up Cheyenne. Charlie. 
one kin easy understand that yer put some ind of 
ders in ther glasses ter make ther buttermilke change | Ys 
ors. Now do somethin' that will please ther missus aa’ 
her darter." L 


“Allee light; me makee nicee lillee tlick, so be.” 

It was an old hobby of-the Celestial to carry paper flow. 
ers of brilliant colors about with him. 

He knew the weakness females had for bright flowers, 
and as there were none in bloom about th ranch, he de- 
cided to give them a treat. 

Out came his big yellow silk handkerchief, which he 
most always used to cover up his sleight-of-hang work in 
performing 

He shook it out to show them that it contained nothíng, 
and then he started to tell the unfinished story about his 
uncle in China. 

While he was doing this he was getting ready for the 
illusion he was about to show, 

"Me likee havee allee samee six matches, so ђе," he, 
observed, looking at the ranchman's daughter. j | 

The girl hurried and got him a whole box. . | 

Hop smiled and took the number ће had mentioned, ind 
placed them on the table, 

."Now watchee, evelybody," he said. 

Everybody did watch, but Wing. 

His brother's tricks had long since lost their charm 
upon him and probably because he was not capáble of do- 
ing anything that would excite comment, he had no interest 
in such work. 

He carefully covered the handkerchief over the 
dozen matches, which ће had laid in à heap. у 

1e brought the center up-in a sort of-a pyramid, and 
then rubbed his hands and looked pleased, 

The girls noticed that a strong perfume of roses was 


ted 


| queerest 


halt- 
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in the atmosphere of the room, and then they knew prety | 


well What was coming. А | CHAPTER IV. 


“You lik ice fl 5 5 yir : 3 | | 

с u likee nice flowers, so be? Hop asked Mrs. Dan SOME BRONCHO BUSTING. 
"Lor, yes!" she exclaimed. ТЕ was not long after the noonday mea] had been eaten 
“You lMkee?^and he looked at the daughter, when Joe Tracy, the broncho buster, came to „ће house 


"Oh, yes," was the retort, and reported that Bug Hike and his men were coming over. 
"Allee light Evelybody smellee um -handkerchief." "I reckon ther galoots has got a putty good nerve,” 
e,woman and her daughter reached over and inhaled | 5234. Dangle, frowning. “I s'pose they think that it's all 


"fume. right, what they done, so long as no one got hurt bad.” 
that is rose cologne, mother!" cried the girl. ‘Never mind," spoke up Wild. “They will be trying 
Ses so, Hattie,” was the reply just. as though . she something else before they get through, and if they do you 
"not sure whether it was rose perfume or essence of | 1 bet they will get al] that is coming to them. Just take 
lemon for she was a woman who was not very much ac-| it аву, and let them go their full length,” 
quainted with perfumes. All right. 1 reckon you know what's what, all right. 
E , 
"You takee off um handkerchief апі you see lillee bunch dri xs son de Gu € quss 
of loses for you, and lillee bunch of loses for you mother, У all went out and walkdd. over to the barn, where 
ва be" ваза Hop, nodding. to Hattie the cowboys had just dismounted. » we е 
"Do you mean for me to lift up the handkerchief?’ she Half a dozen of Dangle's own men were Ls 
asked there was quite a group of them. y ? 
GE СВ But when they got there the ranchman_ foung t Rob- 
“Well, Tl do that.” atest Б зар Dick?” the latt n potes a y 
. . 5 3 w are yer, Dick?” e latter called easantly. 
ü Fide ере p Me found what was unier| «т heard there was goin’ ter be some more iia Pp 
Li к this afternoon, so І thought m = 
There were two clusters of paper roses on the table, horses yer got stuck Regi eden: гохр + ~ cos vem 
о p matches had been, a yellow, red and white опе! The тазі was said with a laugh, showing that Da EAR 
“Me A out of um matches,” declared Hop “You on 2s Koga Joke: to hear of his neighbor josin atio: 
- i 2 x d < | ‘Oh, I reckon they're all in putty good shape, "Roble. 
takee and keepee, allee samee. |answered Dangle. “Say, what was your boys tryin’ ter do 
Very gingerly the girl picked one of the clusters up. with a couple of my boys?" 
Then her mother took the other. | “I jest heard about it dinner-time," Robley answered, 
They smelled them and looked pleased, though the 4s-| looking at Bug Hike. “I reckon it was only a bit of plag- 
tonished look had not yet left their faces. | fulness, that’s all. Of course they was mad at each other, 
"It is only a little trick," Arietta explained. “They | but since there was no harm done it is al] right." 
are paper flowers, that’s all. You can keep them looking, “Well, if- it hadn't been fur Young Wild West ар dis 


pards I reckon there woulà have been some harm done. 
Tracy and Perkins were putty close to ther rapids when 
they got 'em." > 
"What's that? Close to ther rapids, yer say? 
they couldn't have been as fur away as that?” 
“They was, jest ther same.’ 4 
“Oh, Т guess they made it out worse than it was. т 
| believe they was tied very tight, either. They could 


that way a long time." 

"Well, I never," the tanchman's wife gasped, 

"It beats all mother!” her daughter declared, “I have 
heard about magicians, but I can't understand where he| 
got the roses to put under the handkerchief. He might} 
easily foo] us in zetting them there. but where dia he get 
them from?" 


“Oh, Hop has many such things in his pockets,” Eloise 


k ow п hi ronder." | got away if they wanted ter. They jest wanted ter та 
ORO EP: Susa pe RN et | it go hard with ther boys, if they could. I know hoy 
“Well that's what he is!" exclaimeq Dangle. “I never} people are, yer know.” 3 


knowed a Chinee could learn how ter do anything like | Robley spoke as though he knew it all, and Wild anii 
that. Once when I was down ter Miles City I went in 2n'| hjg partners were forceg to smile. 
seen a show. They had a feller there what could make a “Which is this Young Wild West I've heard tell so m. гы 
whole lot of stuff come out of a hat that he borrered from | about?” the visiting ranechman asked, suddenly, throwing 
some galoot in ther crowd. He was a dandy, an’ no mis-| pig gaze at our parom i 
jake: But this here Chinaman sorter comes up ter him, I Wild returned the gaze with interest, but said nothing, 


EU | "That's him," spoke up Dangle. “You're lookin’ right at 
_ Нор felt that he was in duty bound to come up to the| him." 

magician spoken of, so he promptly asked the ranchman "Oh, is that so?" and the man affected surprise. "Quite 
to let him haye his hat a few minutes. a smart-lookin boy, ain't yer?" 

."The hat hung on a nail, and Dangle quickly took it down "That is for you to say, not me," answered Wild, coolly. 
2nd handed it over. “Oh, yer don't want ter say it yourself, then?" 


Hop showed everyone that there was nothing in it, and "No; self-praise is a poor recommendation, you know. Sas 
then he began to perform the old-time trick of pulling “Well, I guess that's right, too," and the man promp 5 
various articles from it. dropped his arrogant way and laughed. “I thought; 

When he had produced a whisky bottle, a pack of cards, | Might be one of these smart galoots what go round ¢ 
and an old pipe Dangle was roaring with laughter, while| % lot of bluffin. Put reckon you ain't, Pm Mad te 
his wife and daughter looked on in amazement. yer Young Wild West Р 

But when he began pulling out a strip of bright геа! AS he put out his hand, Wilg thought he might a 


t Pu _| Shake with him, and he did, Би 
mns rem чаа онолд Eredualiyscurmed. wd ad “An’ these is your partners, I s'pose?" queried Robley, 


у ; Я stepping over to Charlie and Jim. “Well, no matter what 
He kept on bap ons had po пог асое омеае unpleasantness there's been, let's shake an’ all be friends.” 
hat, and reaching the end of it, he to ecd After a little further talk, during which the ranchman 


have it to trim her Sunday gown with. and his men showed themselves very friendly, they went 
That capped the climax, and if there was ever & China-| over to the corral where the а were. x i 


man popular with a ranchman's nu Hog was the one.| wig looked the animals over with a critical eye. 
But it was now getting toward dinner-time, so Dangle They were all Texas steeds, the most of them being pie- 
sald, as he looked at the old-fashioned clock that stood in| bald, and they certainly looked vicious enough. 


a corner of the room. Some of them appeared to be pretty old, too, and that 
“Fix up ther best dinner yer ever did in your life on short} made them all the more difficult to manage. 
notice, Mary," he said, и “Dick,” said Robley, turning to the owner “jest pick out 


"РЦ do my leve! best, Dick," she answered. one of them cayuses what yer think is putty bad will yer? 
And it is hardly necessary to say that she ба, toa “What fur?" was the reply. ` 


“Well, ther’ day atore yisterdng bi Hike E Е, arci] 
£n. 8S, at was rainin' hard, ho. &ouldn't Seem ter do much | 
with then critters. But it’s clear. now, an' he's sober, and 
Ри bet à hundred dollars that he kin do more with ono 
of them. bronehos. than either ‘Tracy or Perkins kin.” . М 

«І aln’ 't much on bettin’, but I'll havester go yer on that’ | 
answered Dangle. “I seen what was done hero ther day 
afore yisterüay . an’ ru gamble ‘on either Tracy or Perkins." 

“AN right. We Y Jet. Xoung Wild West be ther judge, 
if he wil” > ^ é 

“How about that, ме West?” asked Dangle. 

"Al rights: ЛЕ ut ts ‘satisfactory to all concerned I'll do | 
the judging,” replied our hero. 
“Pm satisfied, which shows that I ain't got no grudge j 
n yet, Young Wild West, fur what happened this morn- | 
," spoke up Bug Hike, 
Eo right. If your те nd 


LT 
in' 
fied, and your boss is, I guess 
else is. Let yoursélyes go ав soon as you like." 

: ‘we'd better put up ther money an’ have it 
red 's fur, first,” said Robley, as he drew a wallet 
rom. hi pocket. `: 


У. MAI rights | Here yer are" and Dangle promptly drew his 


d to Wild, апа Robley did the same. 
DEC ‘you leave. it\to me, I should say that the man who 

‘makes thy ‘showing in ten minutes from the time the 

broricho is” turned over to him wins,” iis young deadshot | 

remarked, | 
Sad ts good enough," nodded Bug Hike. “Who's . ther! 
man what's goin’ ter go in ther сате agin me?" 

"Tracy, I reckon," answered Dangle. “I reckon he's а! 
hade ther best of ther two." | 
“That's right boss, But I'D bet all 

t Bug Hike," exclalmed Perkins. 
туеп, wait, an’/see how your pard makes out first." 

-Dick Dangle,” ваја Robley "I reckon I'm worth about 

as much as you,are, an’ if you've got anyone &round here 

what thinks her Xin. beat Hike at broncho bustin, besides 

Tracy ау ‘perkins, Т stand ready ter bet to ther limit.” 
popp man: looked at Cheyenne Charlie as he finished speaks | 

dag, w ‘showed that it was meant. for him 

see as Not slow to take it up. 
Wi tuum ther biz galoot pits through” with one bet afore | 
making. another,” he said, curtty. 

* Charlie · ћад по love for Hobley, or any of his aen, and 

wags not slow to let them, know it. 

“Are you à broncho buster?” the ranchman dakéq aot! 
ticing ‘the scout's remarks. 

‘What do yer want ter know fur?” 

Ле мале to find a man to put Bug Hike sei: after he has | 
beaten Dangie'& broncho busters." 

х "Oh, yer do, eh? Well, wait fill he beats 

ТП talk business with yer.” t 
"Al right, my friend." 
 Robiey certainly had a very smooth way of speaking. 

. He was quite à pleasant-looking man, too, and the casual 
abietyér would have been apt to put him down for a fine 
man, honest and square. р 
‘Tracy was ready and anxious to go into the contest. 

It was loft to Wild to pick out the broneho that was to 
used. 

He soon picked. sous one he thought would be about rhe 
thing. j 

Ко "NOW," said E. "loss up a coin to see who goes ürst. 
| might be an advantage by the one who goes tlrat, 
ire might be by the one who goes last. It will đe- 
п how the first man makes out df he stays in the 


у 


T mworth that I kin} 


| 


| 
| 


'em first; then | 


MS 


horse understand that he is partly master, 


That will give 
But if he has a hard time 
Now 


Та next man a better show. 
yot it ine. Secon: тап is bound. to have a worse опе, 
then, it is fair for sone as another, so chuck up a cgin.” 
They did this, and Bug Hike w wen. the choice, 


He took first сћадеё — 
- Then one of the cowboys caught the е9 Wia had 


яеіесіей, and with the help of a couple more managed to} 


Яе 


get a saddle and bridle on. him, © 4 
so! 
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| dri 


tor ten minutes it will show that he has made the | 


rein to BIB what you can do. with that brong 
when you ‘are. ,ready. m EX. yt 

"Iun: ready | now!" 

Bug Hike grasped the bridie rein, uf tien.. S a qui 
| move common to cowboys, landed. plump in the пакою ats 
most béfore the steed knew what was coming. ^ | | 

wild took the time and then watched the scene. with 
interest. 

The broncho was certainties a bad опе. Не. buck ed. 
reared, tried to roll, snorted and kicked, and jn f 
everything that horse sense could conjure up to get rid of 
rider. 

Hike was certainly a fine horseman. 

Whatever else our friends thought he was, 
ready to admit that much, 

As Dick Dangle had come from Texas ' before eng 
to ranching in Montana, he had built his barns and sheds 
after the style seen along the Rio Grande. 

The sheq that adjoined the corral was more of a Mexi- 
can type than anytning else, and it made a fitting backe 
ground for the bucking horse and rider. 

Bug Hike was getting along finely. 

He managed to get the broncho on a run, after about 
two minutes of very strenuous work, and then he thought 
he surely had him where he wanted him. 

But the vicious beast suddenly began to kick and plunge 

again, and as he came running back to the starting point? 
with a sidewise jump, something happened, | 
The родове gaye а mighty buck all of a sudden. and then 
opped from under the rider, 
Bug Hike had been caught napping by the tricky horse: 
He came down on all fours, and before be could. set Hold 
of his mount the animal was up and away, snorting Geflance 
| and kicking up a cloud of dust 

“Just three minutes and seven seconds 80 far, 
called dut Young Wild West. “Catch your mount 
on until the ten fnlnutes are np." 

“Ain't my pards allowed ter cateh him for me?” came fhe 
question. : 

"Oh yes." 

Two of the cowboys at once galloped after, the broncho, 
swinging their lariats and waiting for the chance s get the 
noose about his forelegs and throw him. . 

They were both skillful in that partieular line, and ‘tn 
toss than two minutes the broncho was caught. 

Then Hike got ол him again, and much the same tactics 
за before followed. 


Just before the expiration of the alloted ten "hirhitóe the 
steed managed to throw the rider again, and. that wound up 
his part of the contest, since the.broncho could mot. be 
caught before the ten minutes was up, 

. Wild knew that the broncho was now just in thb humor 
to make trouble, and he felt that. unless Joo, Tracy ава 
mighty goog one he would lose. 

Tracy came forward smiling, howéver, two of- his friends 
handling the Һогаб for him til ho. was ready 
| When he leaped upon. the back of the angered: horse 
Wild took the time and waited for the result.. oy 

If possible the beast was worse than before, Е Яр 

In just a half minute Tracy was озара heavily; while 
the broncho galloped away. 
| But he was soon caught, and the han, whe: “was му 
| dazed from the fall managed to get in the saddle again. 

But it was not for long, for the ugly beast got down, "and 
tried to roll, and came "y near “Crushing his leg dno спу 
| operation. 

When the broncho got up Tréby missed his hold ana went 
| sprawling in the dirt. 

By the time the horse was caught again ver half: the 
alloted time had passed, 

: Robley was mw cheerfully. and Dangle hans on а Лопе 
асе. і гуне 

Bug Riko was a ware Winneh aha;awerybody knowde "ic 

And so it proved, for Tracy had been hurt, and: he coul 
no longer hold his own with the bronchg. > i3 

"I reckon | us don't 1, Young woa- We bp ^ aus oie 
Robley. 1 


Quy 


1d 


th d we te 


Hike," 
and go 


| 
| 
| 


2 


‘It was а very vicious: Stallone regula! 3nan-kilter, 
Diek Dangle said. —.- . 
“Now, then,” sald "wa, taking. sont hls watch, “you have 
just ten minutes from the time you take hold of the bridle | 


€ "You 
| money." 
Dangle took his. loss quietly. » 


certainty бо", ‘our hero. “replica, 


Wes 
„He did 


not ‘care about the 
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poss à DUET eM Lupa us 

money. but he fett X Hite ‘sore to, ‘think E his man ъа bet “eS uh tras, dollars that аен ане Betis § i ‘Hike. ja 
been beaten. 1 * ^ food! I'm glad to take the bet, Young Wild West. Bus 
| But ће was to get a · chance to get square. before the thing is right: án trim, so you're bound ter. lose. yone: money. pot 

was Dyer S * у : | I reckon you've got plenty of it, ғо yer won’ timigs it. "e 1 
Е MER Wee EE. Rete РОМА Каа. "That's ап right,! retorted “our hero get oe smile. “T 
А У у am backing my partner. ecuuse I know what he i The 
ғ y (CHAPTER. Vi money don't'Gmount to as much-&s the feeling in the mat- 
5 KS ter does, Naw, then, get the broneho; yon Begone Me 

HOW CHEYENNE CHARLIE WON OUT. this time, if you like." 

Just after Joe Tracy met his defeat at the hands of Bug SOR, пасты медије es a; пева deal. 19 п зоча He 


ei o Lio the corm py eee by the girls, | CT shot Np hardly do, for (one of them Ла the wife 

amd loo this over and Arietta, Anna ang оше had | "Хей, е Y) aro satiated I think we e - 

PL ee they saw that something was going on тя patatet 

ae at the corral they wanted to seo what it was. | dpa] Pee Оно и ana ne 
hal ia оли оз Wid Pe Arta A TOR: as she rode A e ie пре bridie was: sun on him, and he age 

roh gere Sinus busting. chavs all,” answered эц? | oe Fue S UC La qn eint E Aa 


"The" girl ew Kobay pitting: some manew in his pocket “We will chuck up a silver dollar an’ find out," inswered 


а f the scout. “That's ther best way.” у m 
and then she knew he had most likely won a bet, 
ође eyed the girls with no little interest. He produced the coin and tossed it Ла the: atr: 


ATE NOR Y 
"I didn't expect ter see so much beauty floating around Pros ja deg ен Hes ds broncho buster hüd the choice. 

as this. he sald tipping his hat to them. “ГП go frst,” he said, with a confident. smile; c» 
"Didn't you?" answered Hattie Dangle. .'"Well there's 1 : "E 


$ “AN right; go ahead.” D 
у d nia БАРИ те thpt One: dapt erpa Fresh from his late success, the REM Y buster could but 
Ha, ha, ha!" laughed the man. 


ta? ADLE, that Senter st feel that he was a sure winner this time: =” ETAN 

youre 38 sartinly witty, am" no mistake. Il reckon she don't!” уто knew that ће must have partly conquered the visions 

take-much dtteryou though. Ha ha, hat | horse, and that was why he wanted to be first thi» tine, | 
Then he laughed toy and long, and nearly everyone near | 1f he made а good showing he meant ќо aggravate: the ani- 

by was forced to. smile, 7 ~ | mal when he quit, ко it would be right om ita merits when rhe 
The girls took hig remeniks good-naturediy, for he did not| | scout tackled it. 

&eem to. mean to be insulting. "5 | But Charlie thought. that the ћогве Nu e oe the kind 
That Robley knew the Dangles pretty. wel was evident, | that could never be fully mastered, and he was bout right, 
for he walked over to Па іе and said: | -Bug managed to get into the saddie end then, the | circus 

“Why don't yer fetch. your company over to our house began. 
afore they go away? mames an! Kate would like ter see! "he broncho bucked and kicked. éven nore thas it. had 
‘em. an'.they'd be right dled I'll bet." done before, and before he had covered. twenty yards Bug 
“Well, maybe I will Mr. Robley,” tho. gitl answered, and | was thrown. 5 P 
then she could do nothing more than rdntnegnce: the wirls; Büt he held fast to the bridle this time, and narrowly 
Nou. і i D Jh a missing x kick, he grabbed the horn of the ini and buns 
he rascally ranchman-—we will ау at because he Was | оп for dear lifc. 
surely a rascal pure and simplo-—passed a few pleasant| But it was по go. Y : 
femarks and then went over.to Sam Perkins | After a plucky fight of hal? a minute he was thrown héels- 
“Well, Perkins,” ваза de, "I reckon' you've got a chante | over-head and away went the vicious beast across the corralo: 
now. Do yer want ver try your luck ag'in Buck ag'in to-| Two of his partners were waiting, and they quickly lassant 
day?" апа threw the brenekc. 
"I feel à little stiff from what happened ter me yieter- | Bug ran up and got astridé while the anima! was ium 
day, so I'll walt till some other time, І guess," was the reply.| Up he got and then with ares leap and quick stop sonf 
"Oh, Т guess yer know that Bug ds in ene trim to-day. | the broncho buster flying again. 
Thats ther "ae A Ha, ha Hai" Once more the horse was caught, but Bug was во Bad. 
“Seo, here!” Spoke up“ Cheyenne, Charlie, m. tackle Bug, shaken up now that he made а very poor showing ds his пех? 
As yer call him. I've got. z- ‘hundred stowed away in my | and last attempt. 
pocket that Y ajn't ‘afraid | ter risk losin’. I'l) go him on ther “Time's up!" called out Arietta, who was holding her wate: 
same game that he deat №: е nu bpm ther same | as she sat on the back of her horse, 
horse, too. —.- ud Bug looked quite crestfallen as he limped over to where 
." *¥ou are my Bueklebérrjt was nthe: quick ded. "I am 


his boss was standing. 
an old broncho buster myself, and all my men are broncho Robley was very grave now, for he felt that he was Mable 
busters J have seen ther best in ther business, but I never 


to lese the money he had wagered, 
‘geen a better one than Bug Hike, when he's jn trim." But there was yet à chance, for ine horse чаз as лагат 
"Is he in trim now, do you think?" Wild asked. 


and ugly as ever, 
"He sartinty: i&'* was the rejoinder. 


М Wild and Jim caught the animal, but it was so enraged at 
| "áe'ahead and make your bet, Charlie; gaia our hero, | the rough treatment it had beén receiving IRA it could n 
bp Ma to the scout. 


be led а step. t 
ere yer are!" and Charlie held out a hundred dollars. ERIR не ready for the fray, ‘ran: HEBtly E spot and 
ів goin' ter hold ther stakes?" he'added, when he| mye scout АН Рл абе ie Me iy 
that. Wild did not offer to take the money. “Whoopee!” he yelled, sixpping the FOTO iu d PON 
Let Danele hold t] Stake this. ue Charlie," the youn& 
"Prince of the Saddle said. | 


sharply. “Let yourself.go, yer ugly brute. whoopee!" ; 
The bucking was fully as bai befo: 
“That's suits те!" exclaimed Tóbley, handing. а hundred Әб 7 n delet aeneo 
dollars to his neighbor. “Dick is a safe man ter hold any- 


in the ие every move of the animal, and so 
one's money. Everybody ‘knows that whats ever had any graceful was he that Robley's countenance turned a sickiy 
dealin’s, wit ; VUL ; 
"An right; Да old ther money.” i era dee & 
‘Dangle took апа t up, keeping itin his hand, 
ies еу, I guess I'll take a hundred до], 
(4 чепа, producing liis wallet. | 


yellow. : 
“That galoot is be er than you, Bug" "ће said, in a low 

tone to the man he had backed. “Но beats anything I over 

seen at ther вате. But I ain't no squealer, ап. LH back you 

ag'in any other galoot outside of eT enn Charlie." 

о The fun kept right up. 7 d 
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The broncho tried every way he knew to unseat Charlie, 


and some ways that he did not know, but it was no avail. 
He bit, kicked, rolled and bucked, but the scout was there 
every time. 
When the beast squatted Charlie simply got off and held 
on to the horn of the saddle and the bridle rein. 


"When the ten minutes were up the scout had not mastered | 
the horse, but he had not been thrown, so that certainly made | 


him the winner by odds. 

The decision the girls gave was unanimous. in favor of 
Cheyenne Charlie. of course, and no one objected to it, 

The money was turned over, and then Robley smiled and 
said: 

“Never mind. If you've got anyone else that wants ter 
ко up ag'in Bug ГП come over with five hundred dollars.to- 
morrer mornin’. Cheyenne Charlie is a little too much fur 
him; but he's ther only one livin’ that is.” а 

"Y reckon that's a mistake, boss," Charlie retorted, “Young 
Wild West is ther Boss Boy of ther Broncho Busters, all right. 
He got that name down in Texas, an’ I reckon he kin hold it 
up, too." 

"Is that so? Why, he's only a boy.' " 

The rascally ranchman looked our hero over and then 
gave a satisfied nod. 

“We'll be over in ther morning,” he said. "Ill have five 
hundred dollars with me, too, an’ maybe more.” 

Then he mounted his horse and rode away for his own 
ranch, followed by his broncho busters, У 

"I guess be means business, Wild,” said Arietta, turning 
her dashing young lover, as the men rode away. 

“Well, if he does I'll accommodate him," was the reply. 
"T don't want to say that I am so much batter than Charlie 
ts, but ГП guarantee that І can ride the worst broncho in the 
bunch bareback.” 

"What!" gasped Dangle. looking at the boy as though he 
was not sure he understood him, 

“Yes, ТИ ride any one of them bareback, 
Wild repeated. 

“Tf I thought yer could do that Га soon git up а thousand 
dollar bet with Robley. He thinks himself mighty smart, 
anyhow.” 

The boy's partners knew that what he said was right. 

Jim was about as good as Charlie at broncho busting, but 
he was one who never shoved himself ahead. 

He was content to look on while others acted. 

But when it came to the test he was always there. for he 
was not lacking one bit in coolness and daring. 

“Why, Mr. Dangle,” said our hero, smliing at the ranchman, 
"my sweetheart, there on the cream-colored horse, could ride 
any broncho you have got in the corral. ! don’t say that she 

would tame him, but she would make him understand that 
she was going to sit on his back as long as she felt inclined 
to.” 

“What!” gasped the ranchman, s 

“That's right. She has practiced a great deal, and she 
knows just what a bucking broncho is. If Robiey comes over 
tomorrow she will ‘show him something that he never saw 
before How about it Et?" 

“Oh, Iam willing," was the reply. 
of a bucking broncho.” 

"Ae, that beats me!" declared Hattie Dangle. “I can 
Wade almost any kind of a horse myself, but I never tried a 
real bad bucker." 

"I guess you could make а. pretty е 
Arietta. “You have been brought up on a ranch, and it is 
quite likely you have been able to ride ever since you were big 
enough to sit on one's back without being held." 

"That is right. But, as I say. I never yet tried a real 
pucher. I mean to, though, after І see you do it.” 

“Well, I hardly think I wil," was Eloise's remark just 
then. у 1 

Wor 1, either,” chimed in Anna. 

Not only was the ranchman and his daughter much inter- 
ested in what might happen when Robley and his men came 

. over the next day, but the cowboys. were, too. n 
(“racy felt rather mortified over his defeat, but the rest 
eased him by declaring that he was not In fit condition. 

“тошт be better tomorrow," they said. i 

«т know he kin beat that galoot of a Bug Hike," the ranch- 
man declared, so Tracy began to grow more cheerful. 

The girls bad a good time riding around with Hattie the 
rest of the afternoon. 


to 


Mr. Dangle,” 


"T guess I am not afraid 
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good showing,” answered | 


faction. 


They did not accept the invitation of Robley їо во and 
visit his wife and daughter, though Hattie declared that they 
were very nice people. . 6 

“But I don’t like Robley and his broncho busters, as he 
| calis them," she added. “So there is no use in going where 
they are." 


| CHAPTER VI. 
WHAT HAPPENED IN THE LITTLE GROVE, 


That evening after supper who should come over to the 
| ranch but Robley and his wife and daughter. 
| Mrs. Robley proved to be a very fine woman and her 
| daughter was one of the quiet kind of girls who like to listen 
| better than talk mush. ; ~ 
Neither of them had ever been very far from that part of 
| the country, and to say that they were delighted 10 hear 
| Arietta, Anna and Eloise talk of their adventures in various 
parts of the Wild West would scarcely express it. 

The girls answered the questions put to them, and by doing 
so made a sort of entertainment of it. 
, Robley behaved himself as well as a man should. but when 
| Hop was introduced and started to perform a magic trick, 
| his sporting blood got up right away and he offered to make 
la bet. 
| “Don't bet against the cleverness of a sleight-of-hang per- 
| former, Boss Robley, 'said Wild. "You couldn't win once in 
ja 
| 


thousand times.” | 
| “Well, he just said that he was going to take the queen of 
| hearts out of my pocket, and I know very we!l he can't do it. 
|I haven't got any cards in my pockets so it would be impos- 
| sible for.him to do it. He just looked over that pack of cands 
| he's got, an’ he says ther queen of hearts is missin’, an’ that 
BU must be in my pocket, Ain't that what he said?" 
| “Yes, that's what he said. You offered to bet him that ће 
| couldn't take the сага from your pocket, and I advice you 
поё to, If he says he can do it you can believe that he will.” 
“Well, I won't believe it, I know there ain't no card in 
|my pockets, fur I come away without a handkerchief, an’ I 
| was feelin’ all through ‘em fur one.” 
| “Well, just feel again, and maybe you'll find the card.” 

The ranchman put his hands in his pockets and then a look 
of astonishment came over his face. 
|. "There's a card here. all right,” he said, looking much mys- 
| tified, and then he pulled out the card that was missing from 
the pack. 

“Lat up queen of hearts, allee light," said Hop, with a grin. 
| "ме know um card in your pockee, so be." 
| “Yes, but how in thunder did it git there, that's what I'd 
like to know?” 

No one had seen it put there, but as Hop had slipped it 
‘there when he passed the man in coming into the room, it 
| was easily enough explained. 7 я 
| But the clever Chinaman did not 
| however. 
| "Fr -glad I didn't bet" Robley admitted, 
| the card and put it in the pack. 
| "Не allee samee velly muchee smartee," was the retort, 
| “Now we showee allee samee ‘nother Ш trick with um сатав 

He changed the dack for another he had in his pocket with- 
| out being observed and then proceeded to do a whole of lot 
| of shuffling. 
| | “You alle same takee card and lookee at um, so be," he 
said, nodding to Robley. 

“All right; ГИ do that. 
reckon,” 

“You never see lis іск done, allee samee,” 
“Well, maybe J didn’t.” 

“You knowee whattee card you got, so be 
“Yes, of course I do.” 

“You lettee allee samee evelybody see but me, so be.” 

The ranchman went around among those in the room end 


showed the card. 
It was the ace of clubs. 
“well, what next?" he asked. 4 
“You allee samee lightee matchee and burn um card.” 3 
“What!” ` 
"Lat all light. Here um match.’ * 
| Robley lit the match, and while the rest in the room 
| crowded around he set the card on fire and let it burn up. 
"Lat velly good, so be," observed Hop, with a nod of satis- 
"Now me havee bling um card backee, so be.” 


choose to explain it, 


as Hop took 


Гуе seen such tricks done afore. T 


on 
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“TIl bet you ten dollars you can't do that!" exclaimed the 
betting ranchman, excitedly. 

“Misler Wild no wantee me bet so be, You waitee; me 
puttee um ashes together, во be, and len me bling outee um 
сата." 

Тћеп ће Ра to scatter the ashes about on the hearth, all 
the while muttering over some sort of gibberish that sounded 
mysterious, if nothing elsó. 

“Suddenly his fingers flipped а card ‘trom the ashes and it 
lay face up on the floor. 

It was the ace of clubs! 

“Me fixee all light," said Hop, rising to his feet and fold- 
ing his arms across his breast. “Ме allee samee velly muchee 
smartee," so ђе." 

The trick was indeed a good one, and even Wild admired 
the cleverness of the celestial. 

Of course he knew that he must have placed a card under 
the ashes beforehand, but just when he could have done it 
he did no know. 

"I guess I don't want ter do any bettin' with you," said 
Robley, shaking his head, after he had examined the card. 
"You're ‘way ahead of me in that kind of à game. I guess ГИ 
have to do my bettin' om ther broncho bustin’ game. І lost a 
hundred today, an’ I want ter git it back, if I kin, an’ some 
more besides," 

“When yer come over in ther mornin’ we] talk somethin’ 
about that," answered Dangle. 

"The visitor took the hint and changed the subject. 

It was pretty late when the Robleys went home, and they 
declared that they had iets & very pleasant evening, which 
was no doubt true. 

Our friends retired soon ine that and got a good night's 
rest, 

It was a change to sleeping in a tent, and though it was 
somewhat different, it was all the same, as far as sleeping was 
concerned. 

The next morning after breakfast Wild got eut his horse 
to take a ride. 

He thought Arietta might like to accompany him, so he 
rode up to the house and called her. 

Of course she was only too глад to go, for she was never 
happier than she was when she was with her dashing 
young lover. 

Hop ran to the stable and saddled her horse for her and 
came riding up with his back toward the steed's head. 

He did this to create a laugh, and it did, too. 

"If Hop can't puzzle someone ali the time he thinks he 
must make them laugh, I guess," remarked Arietta, ag the 
Chinaman slid to the ground. ‘What were you trying to 
do, Hop?” 4 

"Me makee lillee mistake when me gittee on um horse, 
Missy Alietta," was the blang reply. 

Arietta looked the horse over to make sure that every- 
thing was buckled just right, for she had found that it was 
always best to do this... 

But Hop had learned to do it just right by this time, 
she found it all right. 

Then she mounted and rode off with Wild. 

"I guess we will,ride-aleng the гіуег Љапк а little way, 
Et," said our hero. “We will go as.far as. that little grove 
that lies between the two rancbes, if you don't mind." 

“You know I don't mind, Wild,” was the smiling reply. 
"We will go just where you want to go; what suits you will 
suit me.” 

“All right, then. We will ride over there and see\if there 
аге any wild flowers starting to bloom yet,  A' nice little 
bunch would look well in your hair this morning.” 

"I guess about all the flowers we wil] find here in this 
part of the country will be the kind Hop uses in his tricks," 
sie answered, with a laugh;.'"at this time of year, anyhow.” 

“Well, we will go over there, anyhow.” 

Keeping close to the riyer, they. let their: horses go along 
at a walk. 

The stream had dropped, a little, but it stil] overflowed 
the banks in most places, 

Just as they reached the little patch of woods that was 
composed of cottonwoods, willows and white birch trees, 
they saw a canoe coming down the river, 

"Hello!" exclaimeg our hero. “Here comes a Sioux squaw, 
Fet. Т сап tell by the cut of her." 

"I guess you are right, Wild," was the reply. 
where she is heading?” 


so 


"I wonder 


"регеа. 


The young deadshot dismounted. P 

Then he assisted his sweetheart to do mrewrmse, 

They were now concealed from the view of the Sqttw im 
the. approaching canoe, and-as.there appeared to be some- 
thing rather mysterious about the lone Indian woman im the 
canoe, they decided to watch her without being seen ел» 
selves. 

It soon became .plain that she meant to stop at the grove. 

"Wild could not imagine what a squaw could be coming 
down the river for, especially when the current was so 
| strong that it would be several days before she could hepa 
to paddle back again. 

If there had been a brave with her it might indicate 
that they were going on down the river, with the intention 
of locating at some. other point. 

But for а squaw to make such a journey alone її seemed 
out of the ordinary. . 

“Et, there. is something funny ‘about this,” Wild whis- 
“If she lands here we will watch her and find out 
what she is up to.” 

“All right,” was the reply. 

On came the canoe, which was rather smal] and frai. 

But the squaw handled the paddle skillfully, showtng 
that she weil knew hom. 

She was heading straight for the wooded shore now, and 
our two friends soon found that she meant to land near 
the other side of the grove. 


"We will leave our horses here and go ahead on foot 
said Wild. “Something strikes me that there is going to be 
а lively time: before we lose sight of that squaw. She is 
| only a girl, as far as I can see, and she acts very much as 
| though She is out for blood. Did you see the old-fashioned 
tomahawk she has got tied to her belt?" 

“Yes, I saw it, Wild." 

“Well, that means something, if I am not mistaken” 

The two threaded their way through the woods, stepping 
softly. 

In less than two minutes they came in sight of the squaw. 

Sne had landed and was puling the canoe up. 

"While they were watching her through the bushes they 
heard a horse galloping that way. 

The Indian niaiden—-for she certainly was rather young 
—raised her head and listened. 

Then. her fingers clutcheg the tomahawk. hanging at her 
side and pulled.it from the thong that held it. 

Wild and Arietta were very much interested now. 

A few seconds later a horseman appeared, halting within 
a few feet of the squaw. 

"I seen yer comin’, Winnin' Smile,” he said, looking a 
her in a savage way. 

Then they saw that he was no other than Big Hike, the 
broncho buster. * 

"The .paleface husband.of winning.smile is-not;slad te 
see her,” .she answered, her eyes flashing a strange light. 

"See here!" he exclaimed, angrily, “didn’t I tell yer. ter 
furgit that humbug business about us bein’ married?. Why 
didn’t yer do as I say? I don't want my pards ter know 
that I'm а 'squaw man, do I?" . 

The squaw held the tomahawk concealed under & fold in 
the skirt she wore, and Md and Arietta:saw her grip the 
handle. convulsively: 

Young Wild West was crouching: less than thirty feet 
from where she stood, and as the cowboy dismounted and 
stepped toward her, he drew his revolver, ready to prevent 
murder. 


Arietta crouched near him and waited with bated breath, 

“You go back where yer come from, do yer hear?" Bug 
Hike exclaimed, his eyes flashing like coals of fire “If ver 
don't go back I'll kill yer an’ chuck yer in' the river, I don't 
want yer ter,ever come near me ag'in!" 

The squaw uttered а mss like that of a mare, and meñ 
up went her hand with the tomabawk to cleave the skull 
of the villain. 

But Bug Hike must have anticipated some such а move, 
for he caught her wrist in a steel-like grip and brought her 
to her knees. 


A faint scream came from the squaw's Mps, but it was 


not a cry for mercy. 


The villainous broncho buster quickly whipped out Tis 
long-bladeg hunting knife and raised it aloft. 
"Here's what yer git fur follerin me, Winnim Smilef* 
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he cried, fiendish hate gleaming from his eyes. 
got ter die fur it. Now, take that!” 

Crack! 

Young Wild West fired as quick as a flash and the knife 
flew out of Bug Hike’s hand. 

The bullet had hit the blade near the Buc and had just 
grazed one of his fingers, 

With amazing quickness, the villain is ina for his borse, 
and, mounting, rode away without knowing who it was that 
had interfered. 


“You've 


CHAPTER УП. | 
GETTING READY FOR THE BONCHO BUSTING MATCH. 


Winning Smile remained kneeling for the space of iwo 
or three seconds after her faithless white husband rode 
away, 

She seemed like one stunned. 

But as Arietta stepped before her from the bushes close 
at hand she arose and looked at her in surprise, 

"Don't be afraid," said the pretty sweetheart of Young 
Wild West. “We will not harm a hair on your head," 

"That's right,” spoke up Wild, in his cool and easy way. 
"Take it easy, Winning Smile. Things are not half as bad 
as they might be. You will be much better as a widow 
than a married woman, I guess. But I didn't want to kill 
the galoot just then, so I just shot the knife eut of his 
hand, Take it easy now, and tell the paleface maiden your 
story. You must be a good Indian, you know.” 

The face of the squaw had been gradually assuming а 
pleased expression, and as the young deadshot ceased talk- 
ing she turned to Arietta and a happy light was shining in 
her dark, lustrous eyes. 

Our hero left the two there and went to the edge of the 
woods 

He saw Bug Hike riding straight for the ranch of Rob- 
ley, which was only half a mile distant. 

"I guess you're a markeq man," he thought. “You are 
one of the worst scoundrels I ever ran across. But І won't 
say anything about this until after the broncho busting 
mateh. I have promised to give a‘ little entertainment, and 
with you out of it, it would hardly be the proper thing, since 
your boss is so anxious to back you with the proper thing. 

The boy watched him until he was lost to view around 
one of the eutbuildings of the ranch. 

Just then Arietta called him. 

He walked over and found the two sitting on a fallen tree, 
the best of friends. : 

“Well, Et, what is it?" he asked. 

“Winning Smile has told me her story,” Arietta replied. 
“That villain married her two weeks ago “over in a place 
called Dug Out Camp, and ran away from her two days 
later, She managed to find out where he was located in 
some manner, and she came to look for him. That is 
about all there is to it. She says she must kill him, since 
he will not recognize her as his wife.” 

“Well, I don’t blame her. But just make her let up on 
the killing part for a while. We don’t want to spoil the 
Picnic to-day, you know.” 

“Oh, she says she will go with us to the ranch, and that 
«ће wil! do Just as Т say.’ 

"Good! If that is the case we will give Bug Hike a big 
surprise before the day is over." 

"Then he questioned the squaw a little and found that 
she was very intelligent, and quite willing to do as they 
told her. 

“Weil, you can't very well go up the river in that canoe, 
анд as It don't amount to a great deal, anyhow, we might 
mae wall set it adrift. I tell you what we'll do, Winning 
Smile. We will fix up something that wil] look as though 
you are lying in the bottom of it and then send it down 
the river. Bug Hike will surely see it coming, and he will 
think that you have decided to drift along until you strike 
& snag and then let yourself drown. That blanket you 
have got in the canoe and this log will Just do that trick 
nicely." 

Winning Smile was soon made to understand what he 
meant, : 

She agreed to it willingly, so our hero soon put the 
Blanket around the log ang placed it in the canoe. 


Then he pushed the frail little craft off and sent it to- after she's married a white man. 
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ward the center of the stream, where the current was run- 
ning swiftly. 

The Indian girl watched the canoe as it caught the tide 
and started away with a sad look in her eyes. 

It was ovident that she loved the villainous man who 
had deceived her. But her fiery nature made her long for 
revengo. 

fCome, Winning Smile," 
will go with us." 5 

“It must be as the beautiful paleface maiden says," came 
the reply, and then she took the proffereq hand and they 
Started for the spot where they hag left the horses. 

The squaw was now as gentle as a dove. It was plain 
that she appreciated the kindness shown her. 

Arietta bade her get on with her, and they were “soon 
riding back for the ranch, Wild following. 

Anna and Eloise came out of the house before they were 
anywhere close to it. 

They had noticed that Arietta's horse carried a double 
burden, and they were puzzled to know just what it meant. 

"Well, girls, I guess you dig not think I was going to 
bring a friend back with me, did you?" said Arietta, "with 
a laugh, as she halted in front of the house.” 

"I should say not!" exclaimed Eloise, 

"This is 3. big surprise," Anna hastened to add. 

Winning Smile dropped lightly from the back of the 
horse. 

She acted in a bashful way, for the stare the girls gave 
her made her feel strange, 

But when Arietta had introduced her and tola the ‘story, 
веће grew more at her ease and talked with them freely. 

It was not long before Mrs. Dangle and Hattie knew all 
about it and then the expressions of astonishment were 
many. 

The ranchman was out on the range somewhere, So he 
knew nothing about it as yet. 

"I wonder what time the broncho busters will be over, 
Wild?" Jim Dart asked, as they were standing on the 
porch a, few minutes later, looking in the direction of the 
patch of woods where the tragedy had been avoided by the 
quick shot our hero fired. 

"I don’t know, Jim," was the reply. "Maybe Bug Hike 
will be afraid to come, after what happened.” 

"If he 15 so ashamed to let it be known that he is a 
‘Squaw man’ he will, most likely.” 


said Arietta, gently. “You 


“Well, it will all depend on whether or not. ће sees ihe 
сапое-—ог has seen it, rather.” 

But let us follow the villainous broncho buster and see 
just what happened. 

Bug Hike scarcely looked back when he rode from the 
woods. 

He knew somebody had fired a shot and knocked the 


knife from his hand, but who it was he had not the re- 
motest idea. i 

As he neared the hay-barn of the ranch he leokeg back, 
and seeing no signs of anyone following him, he breathed 
a little easier, 

The villain halted at the barn, and as there was no one 
around there, he took up a position where he could watch 
the woods. 

The river was less than two hundred yards from the 
barn, and finally when the canoe suddenly appeared around 
th edge of the willows he gave a violent start and clutched 
the butt of his six-shooter. 

At first he thought the canoe was empty, but soon he 
made out something that looked to be the form of a human 
being lying in it. 

Bug looked around for some sign of his fellow-cowboys. 

But he knew that they had all been sent out to get the 
cattle straightened up before going over to Dangle's ranch, 
and when he saw nothing of them he set out for the river 
bank. 


There was a row of willows almost directly before him, 
and it was for this spot he headed. 

"If that Injun squaw is in that canoe she's playin’ 
'possom," he muttered. - "If it ain't her it must be one cf 
her lovers, which she told me she had, but was willin' ter 
give 'em all up fur me. Ther chances is that one of ther 
redskins has follered her, an' that it was him what fired 
that shot.' If it was he's most likely killed her, an’ sent 
her driftin’ down ther river. Гог, по Injun wants а squaw 
I married her all right, 


WILD WEST WEEKLY. 


an’ it was a real minister what done ther turn, too. If I| 
hadn't been drunk 'tain't likely I would have done it. But 
that can't be helped TOW: I want ter find out what’s in 
that canoe.” 

He climbed one of the willows and crept out on a limb 
that hung over the water. 

The canoe was approaching swiftly, and from his point 
of vantage Bug could see inside it fairly well. 

A figure wrapped in a blanket was plainly visible. 

Bug knew the blanket, It belonged to Winning Smile. 

"It's her!" he exclaimed. “An’ if she ain't dead, she's 
sartinly playin' possum,” 

Though Young Wild West had not taken particular pains 
to make the dummy look anything like real, it was suf- 
ficient to make the villain think it was surely the squaw, | 

His imagination had considerable to do with it, no doubt, 

As the canoe neared the willows an eddy caught it and sent 
it further toward the center of the stream. 

This made it impossible for him to get a good look at 
what lay in it. 

But he was satisfied, and when it had gone past he got 
down the tree and went back to the barn, 

Then Bug Hike began to get himself in shape for the 
great contest he was to take part in, 

He went to his quarters апа rigged himself out in all 
the finery he had. 

Then he looked at himself in the cracked glass that 
hung on the wali and gave а nod of satisfaction. 

"This is ther same rig I had on when 1 married ther! 
squaw,” he muttered, a shade crossing his face, “Well, I 
reckon she's out of ther way now, an' I'] jest be sweet on 
that yaller-haired gal of Young Wild West's. It might be | 
that I kin git her; yer can't always teil.” 

He laughed aloud at the mere thought, 

“What's ticklin' yer. Bug. 

"TTurning, the broncho buster beheld his boss standing at 
the door. 

"Oh, 1 was jest fixin' up, 
comical, boss," he answered. 

“Well, it ain't comical, Bug.  Yow're a mighty 
lookin’ man when you're fixed up." 

"Oh, I s'pose there's worse ones than me." 

"How до yer feel, anyhow?” 

“Fine. I'm right in trim. I'm goin’ ter count what cash 
Туе got, so I kin do a little bettin’ on myseif, "There's jest 
this much about it, Boss Robiey, I’m goin’ ter beat out them 
galoots over at Dangle's or git my neck broke!” 

"And I am going to keep my word and bet five hundred | 
dollars that there isn't a man or boy over there that can 
beat vou, outside of ther galoot named Cheyenne Charlie.” 

"ГП beat him, too, to-day. I feel jest like it.” 

“Well,” and Robley shook his head, "I wouldn't bet on 
that. I've seen what he kin do, an’ I must say that he 
beats ther best I ever seen afore.” 

Bug stretched out his powerful arms and then gave his 
body a hitch. 

“Look at me," he exclaimed. 
what kin be downed very easy?” 

“Yer sartinly don't Bug." 

“Well, I had jest enough practice yisterday ter make 
me right on edge this mornin’. ГІ make them wild 
bronchos over there know what's what this time." 

"Ive been thinkin’ of a little scheme ter help yer out, 
Bug. If it kin be worked it will make yer a sure winner.” 

"What is it, boss?" the broncho buster asked, eagerly. 

“S'pose we could git a little drug in ther horse that’s 
picked out fur you ter naps А 

“Drug, boss?" 

“Yes, chloroform. I was thinkin’ of sieppin' up when 
ther boys is holdin’ ther broncho fur you ter git on, an’ 
puttin’ some choloroform ag’in ther critter’s nostrils. I 
kin have a little vial of it covered by a handkerchief in my 
hand, yer know. It might be jest enough ter make ther 
broncho furgit his ugliness, an' then you could tame him 
easy." . 

"Well" and the cowboy shook his head, as though he 
did not quite understand how such a thing could be done, 
"if yer think yer gin give some of ther stuff to ther broncho 
it would be a mighty fine thing fur me. But it might act 
ther other way an’ make ther critter worse." 

“Oh, no. Chloroform causes a drowsy feelin’ right Away. 
i know a4 about ther stuff, 


an’ it sorter struck me as bein' 


good- 


"Do I took like a man 


| 


jit seems. 
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"All right, then. You let me know if you're goin’ ier 
try it, an’ I'll do all I kin ter help yer.” 

"II go over there ап fixed fur it, anyhow, an’ if I git 
ther chance I'l sartinly do it. If you see me come up ter 
where yer are jest afore yer zo ter git on ter broncho 
you'll know that I'm goin’ ter try it. Now, then, yer know 
what ter do. We're goin’ ter leave here at ten o'clock, an’ 
as soon as we git оүёг there 1 s'pose this Young Wild West 
will want ter begin operations. I reckon we'll show that 
young galoot a trick afore we're through with him. An 
ГП clean my neighbor out of five hundred dollars, too." 

Having said all this, Robley walked away. 

It was not long after that when the men came in, and 
then» at the suggestion of Bug. they fixed themselves чр 
in the best they had, and were soon ready to go over to 
Dang?*'s ranch, 

“You'll have Young Wild West ter buck ag'in, PN bet!” 
said one of them. 'S a regular terror with a horse, 
too, I've ћеага somewhat about him." 

“I don't саге!” answered Bug. 


m 


CHAPTER VIII. 
WILD'S BAREBACT BEAT. 


It was only a few minutes past ten when Sam Perkins 


came to the house and announced that Robley and ^is 
broncho busters were coming. 
"I guess we had better git ready fur ‘em. then," said 


Dangle, nervously. “Til git some money out of ther safe." 

‘Don’t be afraid to take enough," Young Wild West 
remarked, ‘P guarantee that you won't lose any if you 
put me against Bug Hike. I am mot bragging. but I can 
beat him easily, and 1 know it.” 


“Well, I'] go as much as a thousand on it anyhow,” was 
the reply. : 
"Yer kin bet your ranch on it!” spoke up Cheyenne 


Charlie, ''Didn't yer hear me say that Wild was ther doss 
boy of ther broncho busters? I meant that. ' Yer писали 
think I'm putty good, but I ain't nowhere with him, Ain't 
that right, Jim ?" 

"You never spoke anything more true, Charlie," 

“Well, Robley is always comin’ over here an’ wantin’ ter 
bet on somethin,” ваја the ranehman. “I've bet him quite 
а few times on different things, an’ I always manage ter lose, 
Sometimes it's on ther weight of bogs when 
an’ sometimes it's on ther number of 
He's always wantin’ ter risk his 
T reckon it would be a 


killin’ time comes, 
cattle there is in a drove. 
money on some chance or other. 


| good idea ter put that elever Chinee on him once.” 


"Well if that's the kind of a man he is, Pli let Hop 
have a chance at him after you get through. How ;much 
money have you lost in making bets with him, about?” 

“Oh, I reckon a thousand dollars wouldn't pay it. Mary 
is mad every time I bet an’ lose, too. She wouldn't say a 
word ag'in it if I won, which is woman-iike, yer know,” 

“Well, I am not much of a believer in betting money on 
anything, but when I find a person who thinks he knows 
everything and wants to risk his money, | sometimes give 
him a chance to lose it, That's how it is in this case." 

Our hero did not like Robley, for he ought he was not 
а man who was strictly honest. ` 

Another thing, he took more or less pride in taking the 
conceit out of such villains as Bug Hike, and he meant to 


| make his victory decisive and complete. 


Dangle soon got a roll of maney from the safe, and then 
they all went out to meet the party. 

The girls decided to mount their horses and ride around 
to the other side of the corral, where the bronchos were 
kept, ana take in the scene from a distance. 

They did not want to go in the corral. 

Robley was very pleasant when he rode up to the corral, 
where our friends were waiting for him. 

“Well, Гуе come over to give you folks a chance to wem 
some of my money," he said, lookihg hara at Wild. "Mig 
man is in fine shape to-day, and I guess there isn't & 
broncho in that bunch that can throw him.’ 

“Well, I guess there isn't any there that can throw either 

of my two partners for ihat matter,” our hero answ 
coolly. 
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2 AS 

"You don’t put voursett dn; then?” ana Robley looked 
interested. ~ 

“Well, I don't know as that is necessary." - > 

“Who are yer goin’ ter. put ag'in Bug. on ther five hua- 
dred dollar bet, Dick?" naked ES venis ranchman, turn- 
ing to Dangle, > : +> 

“Young Wild West,” was the quick reply. 

“Oh” 

The cowboy who had аа to Bug about our hero shrug- 
ged his shoulders and looked very wise, 

He thought he knew something that his friends did not, 
and he did, too. 

“Well, Ill back Bug agin Young Wild West," said Rob- 
ley. ГИ let him name ther way ther thing is ter be done, 
an’ ће kin pick out ther mustang, too.” 

He said this as though he was making a concession be- 
cause he. was sure. 

“Put up your money, Robley,” answered Dangle, “You've 
always been putty lucky in makin' bets with me, an' you're 
over à thousand ahead of ther game now. Here's five 
hundred more fur Nous providin’ your man kin beat Young 
Wild West." 

"I'll be glad ter take it, Dick. I’m a sport, though, an’ 
if I should happen ter lose yer won’t hear me squeal.” 

Cheyenne Charlie was chosen as stakeholder, for Robley 
seemed to feel satisfied that he was honest and square, and 
probably he thought that our friends did not think any of 
his men were. 

"Now what is the bet, anyway?" Wild asked as they look- 
ed at him. 

"You lead off an' show what yer kin do with a wild 
broncho," replied Robley. “Then if my man don't beat yer, 
Dangle wins ther money." 

“Oh, is that all there is to it?” 

“Yes; I reckon that's enough, ain't it?” 

“Well, I suppose it is. That means that I've got to do 
something mighty good, I suppose?’ 

"I reckon it does mean that. You kin have as many of 
your crowd ter catch an’ hold ther horse fur yer as yer 
like, an' we're ter have ther same privilege, yer know.” 

“AN right.” 

“Come on in ther corral, then. We're ready." 

They all ride into the corral and dismounted, with the 
exception of Charlie and Jim, whom our hero had selected 
to act as his seconds, of course. 

“Catch the same horse you had yesterday, boys,” Wild 
suid. “I guess he's about as bad as any of them there.” 

‘I reckon he'll jest suit me,” spoke up Bug Hike. 

"Something won't suit you before you get through with 
us, though," thought the young deadshot. ‘If that Indian 
girl only stays in the house till this is over with, as she 
promised to, you'l] get a big surprise, I guess." 

Charlie and Jim soon caught the wild stallion and then 
"Wild helped to get a bridle on him. 

“Where's ther saddle?" asked Robley, 
for it. | 

"I don't want any saddle," our. hero answered, coolly, 

“What?” 

The rascally franchman turned and looked at Bug Hike, 

who was thunderstruck at what the young deadshot said. 

"No, I don’t want any saddle. I am going this bare- 
back, and Bug Hike has got to do the same, if he wants to 
have a chance of winning." 

"See here,” spoke up the big broncho buster. “Jest 
stop yer foolin' will yer? Yer know very well that there 
ain’t a man livin’ as could stay on ther back of that broneho 
ten seconds, bareback.” 

"Maybe there isn’t à man living who can do it. But I 
am only a boy, you know. Sometimes a boy can do mora 
than a man. І am going to stick on that fellow's back, all 
@aht. And I assure you that І have never tried him before 


” 


looking around 


an right, then. If you kin do it I kin." 

f hat remains to be seen," was the cool reply. 

Phe stallion was prancing about savagely and Charlie 
@nd Jim had all they could do to hold him and to keep 
from getting bit or kicked. 

“Whoa, boy!” exclaimed Wild, patting the animal on his 
neck, 

But the broncho @id not like petting any more than ke 
Hked abuse, it seemed, for he reared up and trieg to tram- 
ple the bay under his hoofs, 
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Our hero did not bother taking hold "E the bridle retn, 
but vaulted upon the broncho's back, 5 

“Let him go!" he cried. Я ` Sy E 

Charlie and Jim obeyed, jumping ont of the way in. а 
hurry. 

Then ensued what might be called a thrilling sight to 
anyone interested in feats of daring horsemanship, 

The broncho had been taken completely by surpise, for 
it was evident that the fight the beast had been making 
was to keep the saddle from being placed upon his back. 

The daring young Prince of the Saddle had ample time 
to get in position and his toes were now dug down under 
the shoulders of the broncho. 

He waited unti] the animal had “humped” himself three 
or four times, and then ће calmly took боја of the bridle 
&nd jerked the head upward. 

"Steady, you brute!" came the command from the boy's 
lips. “You have got to behave, and that is all there is to 
it. Now, then, off with you." 

A resounding slap on the flank followed and away went 
the broncho, as though a pack of ferocious wolves was at 
his heels, 

Wild rode him all around the corra] half a dozen times, 
scattering the other bronchos like the wind. 

Sometimes the animal would resort to rearing and plung- 
ing, but Young Wild West really seemed to be a part of 
him, and the way he answered to every movement of the 
animal was wonderful, indeed. 

The spectators looked on in amazement and admiration, 
for the most part. : 

Of course, Robley did not admire the skill and success 
of the daring young rider, and neither dig Bug Hike. But 
the rest of them did. 

They could not help it. 

Wild had the broncho stallion right where he wanted him, 
and he knew it. 

But he wanted to make him give a good performance, so 
he shouted at him and slapped his flanks unti] he got him 
bucking again. 

He kept it up for five minutes more, and then making 
a circle of the.corral, rode up and brought the horse to a 
halt before the spectators. 

&There you are!" he exclaimed. 
handle vicious bronchos." 


"I reckon your match ain't ter be found, ВОЋЕ Wild 
West!" cried Dangle, rushing over to grasp his hand. “Pn 
bet a thousand dollars that Bug Hike can't do what vou 
jest done—not with that stallion, or any one in ther bunch!" 

Robley did not offer to take the bet. 

He felt that he was gone now, unless he could work the 
chloroform on the broncho. 

“Go ahead, Bug," he said, nodding to his man. ' 

The villainous broncho buster hesitated. 

“I didn't know it was goin’ ter be a bareback game,” he 
said. “Ther boy has got ther hang of that kind of busi- 
ness, an’ I ain’t.” 

“Well, if he can do it you ought ter.” 

“Oh, I'll do it if I haye ter break my neck tryin’.” 

"You've got all ther show in ther’ world,” calfeq out 
Cheyenne Charlie, who was holding the  broncho's head. 
"Ther critter is about tamed now." ^ 

“Git hold of him, boys." 

Two of Robley's men at once took charge of the animal. 

The stallion was quite passive now, but Wild knew it 
would not last. 

While he might have kept on until he got him just ‘as he 
wanted him, he knew very well that a stranger on his back 
would but make him as bad as ever, 

The two cowboys held him and Robley walked up, his 
handkerchief in his hand. 

Wild thought it a little curious that he should have a 
handkerchief exposed, and when he saw him try to place 
it to the nostrils of the broncho, and noticed how the ani- 
mal jerked his head back, he grew suspicious, 

He stepped up quietly, and just as Bug was about 
ready to mount, he grabbed the handkerchief. 

Much to his surprise, he found it was wet. 

But when he saw a vial drop to the ground ang got а 
whiff of the odor that came from it, he understood. 

That won't do, Robley,” he said. “Get back where you 
belong, or I'll take a notion to chloroform you with lead. 
You are a rank scoundrel to try to do a thing of this kind,” 


"That's the way I 


getting 


The villamous attempt had failed, and the man who had 
lost.felt like crawling into some hole out of the sight of 
everyone just then. 

"I—I wanted to win, and I thought I might drug the 
broncho, a little," he explained. "'Anything's fair in a game 
like this, yer know." 

"Oh, thats what you think, eh? 
it go at that, then. Go on. Bug Hike. 
can go." 

The rascally ranchman breathed a sigh of relief, 

It was evident that he did not expect to get off as easily 
as all that. 

“Go on, Bug,” he chimed in. “De ver best win or lose. 
I won't blame yer, fur you're up ag’in ther Boss Boy of 
ther Broncho Busters, an’ no mistake!” 

The chloroform handkerchief was picked up, as well 45 | 
the vial, by Jim Dart. 

“Just hold that for a while, Jim," 

“All right," was the reply. 

As soon as they had recovered from their astonishment, | 
for the two cowboys helping Bug had known nothing about | 
the foul scheme, they got thé broncho still enough for Bux 
to mount. 

The scoundre] got astride al] right. but that was all. 

At the very first buck he went flying over the animal’s 
head, landing heavily on his head and shoulders. 

"I reckon that's about all Bug will do in tbe line cf 
broncho busting to-day," said Wild. | 

"Three cheers fur ther Boss Boy of ther Broncho Busters, | 
boys!" shouted Cheyenne Charlie. | 

The cheers were given with a will even Robiey joining 
in, though rather faintly. 


Well, all right. Let 
Let's see what vou 


Wild called out. 


CHAPTER IX. | 
THE BOSS BEAT OF ALL. 


Dick Dangle, the ranchman, was beaming with joy. 

At last he hag beaten Robley, the sporting man. 

"It's a long lane what ain't got no turn, Robley,” he said, 
gleefully. “You was mighty foolish ter bet agin Young 
Wild West" . 

"Well that's an right." 
ter lose ther five hundred, I reckon. 
with me yet.” 

“Well I don’t care if I ain't T'm mighty glad that I won 
frem yer once, anyhow.” 

Bug Hike had been picked up in a gazed condition. 

He had landed so heavily when the broncho threw him 
that he had been stunned, * 

But he soon came around. 

As soon as he was able to take full notice of what was) 
going on Wild looked at Dart and called out: 

"Say, Jim, just put Robley's handkerchief and аЛа 
form on that high post over there. ГІ show him what 
ought to be done to him for trying to work such a rascally 
scheme.” 

Jim hastenéd to obey, wrapping the little vial well in the 
handkerchief before he did. 

The villainous ranchman flushed when he saw Wild pull 
& revolver from his belt and turn toward the post, 

Crack! 

A sharp report rang out and the handkerchief was knock- 
ed from the post. 

Crack! 

Wild fired another shot and made it jump nearly a foot 
over the ground. 

"See if the vial is broken, Jim," he called out. 

"No; here it is ón the zround, Wild," was the reply. 

'All right. Set it on the post; I'll see if I can break it." 

It was a very small target to shoot at, and those who were 
not accustomed to see the young deadshot use a revolver, 
opened wide their eyes. 

Wild stepped off about twenty feet from 
with & very quick aim, he fired. 

The vial was broken into bits and immediately disap- 
peared. 

“You're a wonderful shot, 
ventured to say, just as though 
occurred, 

“Do you think so? 


was the retort. ‘I kin afford 
You ain’t half square 


it, and then 


Young Wild West,” Robley 
nothing disagreeable had 


Welt, I can shoot pretty straight, 
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| sitting since his recovery from the fall, 
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JT! admit, The last shot that was as goog as that one that 
I made'was when I shot a knife out of the hand of a scoun- 
drel just as he was going to kill à woman.” 

Bug Hike turned as pale as death. 

It occurred to him instantly that the remark was meant 
for him. Ы 

Now he knew 780 it was who had saved the life of his 
squaw wife. 

He promptly arose from the ground, where he had been 
and made for his 
horse. 

"Where are you going Hike?" our hero asked, 

“I'm goin’ home. I feel mighty sick," was the reply. 

'Well, stay & while and you'li feel sicker. You haven't 


| got half your medicine yet.” 


“I ain't goin’ ter try any more buckers to-day, Young 
"Wild West." " 
"Well wait a while. I want to show you something. Т 


ат going to try one of the other bronchos, and I am going 


to ride without touching my hands to the horse, too.” 

The villain decided to remain. 

The fact was he was afraid to leave now. 

"What did yer say yer was goin’ ter do, Young Wild 
West?" asked Robley, who was not yet thoroughly crushed. 

"He said he was goin’ ter ride one of ther other bron- 
chos without usin' his hands." answered Dangle, who now 
had undivided faith in our hero. "И he says so he'll do it, 


| too." 


"Bareback. too?" 

“Yes, bareback,, 100," Wila said, quickly. 

'An' yer won't touch ther reins or ther horse with your 
hands?” 

“Not once.” 

“TN bet a thousand dollars yer can’t do it an’ keep on 
| ther broncho's back three minutes, providin’ yer let some- 
one whip him up, in case he don't run or buck.” 

ГП take ther bet, Robley,” exclaimed Dangle, eager to 
get a chance to get more than square with the man. 

“All right. Yer heard what I said, though." 

"Yes; Young Wild West is ter keep on ther back of one 
of ther bronchos three minutes. without touching his hands 
to ther horse or ther bridle, an' someone is ter make ther 
broncho move, if he don’t seem ter want ter be lively. 

“That's the bet.” 

“You can pick out the broncho, Robley,” said our hero, 
who was going to try hard to perform the feat he had named, 
though he had really never trieg such a thing before. 

Before putting up the money Robley insisted on repeat- 
ing the terms of the wager.- 

But Wild zave him his own way about it. 

Ail this time Charlie and Jim were keeping a watch on 


| Bug Hike. 
They knew that Wild did want him tc get away and 
they did not mean that he should, 


But the villain did not offer to leave. 

Probably he was waiting for the performance to get ovr, 

Charlie wes chosen the stakeholder again. 

Then Robley selected. one of the wildest-looking of the 
Texas horses in the corral and Jim Dart soon lassoed it. 

“Shall we put a bridle on him, Wild?" asked the scout, 
who hastened to give Jim a lift. i y 

“Yes; it wilj liven him up a littie if vou do. 
tend to use it, thought." 

“Yer might furgit yourself an’ take hold of it; 
yer do I win ther bet," said the villainous ranchman, 

“That’s right; you’ll win if I do, One thing about it, I 
don’t intend to use any chloroform on the horse.” 

Robley winced at this. 

He was one of the sort who could take a whole lot with- 
out resenting it, so it seemed. 

Joe Tracy and Sam Perkins, the two broncho busters, 
were so delighted with what had happened so far that thar 
wanteg to get a better view of what Young Wild West pro- 
posed to do now, so they climbed to the flat roof of the 
building at the edge of the corral and got ready to applaaé 
the dashing young rider. 

The broncho was soon ready for him. so Wild started 
coolly to make good his word. 

“Just to make sure that I won't forget to keep my hange 
off the horse, Ull hold something in them while I am cn 
his back," he said. 


I don't in- 


an' if 


thing he had never : 
е) E ut foot 
i “Charlie, Just bend. , 80 I can use you for & foot- 
stool" ert our hero nr VHS want to get upon che 


know." 
нем on!" exclaimed Robley, "That won't go. You 
er "have: то one to help yer ter git on ther critter's 


E um ‘was nothin’ saia in ther pet about how he 
" Dangle answered, promptly. "Не wag ter | 
АН three minutes without touchin' his hands 


| don't I'll drag you back.” 


гал у 
Pi. in ter that. Go ahead. I want ter 
To I do, It'll be worth а thousand dollars 
^it, too." 
"eli, xus ana sive you your money's worth," the 
dashing: Prince ‘of the Saddle answered, with a laugh. 
Shen he: waited unti! Charlie got just right, and run- 
hing lightly forward, hé stepped upon his Back and then 
landed.ástride · of the fr'ghtened horse, 
. Charlie and Jim let go the: bridle instantly and got out 
of the way. 
The out then deck: a whip from one of the cowboys and! 
Lon ready to use it.- 
“(Whe animál:was so frighteneg and АМ а what had 
Ba ppeided: so suddenly that he stood quivering. in his tracks. | 
QUE only fòra second, for the scout struck him smartly | 
n the forelegs with his whip and then the circus began, 
A S the broncho began to buck Wild called out: 
"Touch Bim. up a little, Charlie; I want him to do his | 


worst.” Ld 
A cheer went up from the crowd as the bay kept his seat | 
and hela out a rifle in either hand, 
(Whe frightened steed kept on bucking, but the doy had | 
caught hold with his toes and t was no ude. 
Suddenly the broncho started to run, kicking and plung- 
ang. madly. 
|| in the crowd who ‘owned watches had started to time 
feat, ‘and they were waiting anxiously for the finish. 
“The broncho ran around thé corral wildly, and finally, 
when he сате back near the starting point, he stopped and | 
‘bucked sorne more. | 
j sd Wild oniy laughed and urged him on to do his worst. | 
uve. Bot Jest one minute more, Wild,” shouteg Jim} 


i 


ce 


E | righi. Y guess I can stand it," was the reply. 
ou ‘then the broneho dropped to ‘the ground зва tried | 
о Yol] the boy off. 
= Wild got off in & twinkling and waited for him to make 
LOVE to rise. 
He} Knew the beast would have to get upon his forelegs 


y moment he did this Wild threw his right leg over | 
Bim. and, up he went astride. 
1л vain the broncho tried to shake him from his back, 
After another run about the corral ihe Bum) gave it 
up and stopped stock Still, 
os up long ago, Wild,” called out Dart, waving his 
t. 
Our hero promptly slid from the back of the horse, still 
holding the rifles just as he had them when he first mounted. ! 
The cheer that went up was al] that could be expected 
at such a remarkable performance, 
Rowley. tele wer? ‘sore, and he looked it too. 
etri to make it appear that he was an easy loser. 
Im more than square,' said Dangle, as 
hes 1 k, ey the ‘scout handed him. “Апу; there 
‘somethin’ else at yer want ter bet on? I reckon this is 
any lucky day. Zn ig 


was: the reply. 
lI won' ' never bet ag'in Youn 
Wild now hounted his own ho 
He saw that. it was the intention of Bug Hike to bt 
himself scarce as soon ashe got the chanté, `. 
` They all: rode out of the corral and met the girls, 
had’ “witnessed the entire performance from the outside, 


“I reckon we'll go home 
Wild West ag’in, of 


who | 


al! rode up to the house 


nus go ~ mv "hero, Леоне ab Robi 
"up and have Jg to. gom 


yeu “hig dit. Us do E 
"Туе got enough of ii." OE Well go en ме: A 
But. І insist that you oe tke Bed 


tion, ©, i 
‘Come on, boys; we'll is up to ther ROMAE, XA 
utes. Maybe a drink or сове will do us al} ова s los 

But Bug Hike coula not have thought во, for i: 1t. them 
he put the spurs to his horse and. dartea away from: thg 
crowd like a flash, А yl 

He had hardly got started before wia was“ after dim, 
swinging his lariat. 

“Come back, Bug!" the daring Boy coiled out 


У you 


Y. 
But the villain paid no attention to the НИ : 
He had а good mount and he waa fairly. making. the dust 

fly in a mad effort to escape. 

Young Wild West had a far. better Borse than he had, 
however. 

Before the scoundrel had covered two hundre E thé 
boy was within reaching distance of him. A ee: 

Whizz! x : 

He Jet his lariat go and very neatly caught the horse abou 
both forelegs. | 

The next instant both. horse. and rider were upon the 
ground} 

“Are you coming back of your own асова ў Bug, or must 
І put my rope around your neck and) ürag you back?’ 
askeq Wild, coolly, as he dismounted and stood over the 
man, who was sitting on the ground, the picture of api 
fear. B 

"FTH go back,” he said, "But what's ther matter, any- 
how? I ain't done nothin" 

'That's all right. You don't cal! trying to КШ a couple 
lof men anything, I suppose?" 

“Well, Т said I was sorry I done anything ter Tracy &n* 
Perkins, didn't I? Why don't yet let me ge? Т feel sick, 
after what's happened to-day." - 

“Well, I am not surprigeg at that, for enough has hap- 


pened to make you fee] sick, I VARE: But you'll eei 
віскег before you're done,” RE d 
А 

ASS 

CHAPTER X. A 


THE SQUAW- GOES WITH HER “HUSBAND, 


Bug Hike looked at his captor in fear ама trembling. ——. 

"Core on," esia Wild. "Don't try any itricks now, for 
if you do you will certainly get your medieine:" 

The villain's horse was but & few yards away, and, Halex! 
over, gur hero soon caught it n $ 

By this time the whole party was on the scene, 

“What's ther matter, anyhow?” demanded Robley, — 
just the tinge of з bullying way. “What: did yer lasso Bur 
fur, Young Wild West?" 

"Well it wasn't for trying to chloroform a horse," was 
the reply, i 9 Ў 

The villainous ranchmen winced. T SAY vy 

But he quickly spunkeg up a little and said: 

"See here, if vou're goin" ter keep that up I'm. goin’ 
home. It is bad enough ter make « fcolish mistake like 1 
did, but when it comes ter have it told ter yer all ther.time. 
it’s about time io quit. I quit. I'm going back ter my 
ranch.” ti vi "5 

“You are going right to the house with ust” - = 

Young Wild West spoke in such a way that the ranche. 
man knew, for the second time, that he must obey. 5 

There was no getting out of it, for the manner. of the 
daring young broncho buster indicateg that he was to be 
obeyed. 

Robley looked around at his haif a dozen men. | 

- It must have occurred to him that there were Рур w 
Dem to wipe out Yoüng wip West and his partners, as. 
far ав numbers went. 3 

But there was too much skill to be речень 5o he wise 
ly kept from advising the: 

Wild forced Bug Hike 


and were waiting. rä ра 
ley knew what it was. al] about, of. course. 

"he Indian. girl ^was &t that moment ‘in the house, and 
being restrained | from rushing out by Mrs, Dangle. | : 
~ "Mr. Dangle,” ваја Wild, as they dismounted before the | 
porch: of the house, AD 4 suppéóse. you had better tréet ‘the 
boys, since it is customary. As soon 28 you have done it I! 
will have something to вау." a ft 
Мине wer ace; “Wee! asuaimed Байа, Away now 
thought he knew the boy well enough to: call pun by his| 
given name. 

He was not long ih; fetching out the jux and some glasses. 

They all drank from the jug except Wild ang Jim, ind! 
they took sweet milk for theirs. у 

As the glasses were put down our hero looked at Robley 
and аід; — 

."You have showed. yourself up in your true light to-day 
You. are no good! And I advise you to Keep away from 
Dangle hereafter. ‘So much for you!” 

"The man made not a word of reply, 

“Yt was evident that he would have killed the boy right 
‘then and there if he had but the chance, though., 

Wild now looked at the cowboys, and finally allowed his 
‘gaze to rest upon Bug Hiko, 

:"You are a pretty bad gang, I guess," he ‘said, coolly 
"If you had your just desérts you would go to prison for 
three or four years. 
just to већ square because they happened to prove better 
riders than you, Now I am going to give ali of you; but 
Bug a little advice. Не doesn't need any. My advice to 
ine rest of you is this: Swear off being crooked and try to 
be honest in the future, You wil dnd that it will pay in 
„ће end." 

Some of the men seemed to take the savice seri lously, 

Our friends could not hetp noticing this, 

But the raseally ranchman looked ugly and stubborn} 
*enough now. 

Це was thinking of -what had happened, and it was 59 
doubt ‘galling him hard. 

Rut this was to be expected, 
“Bug Hike," sald), Wild, suddenly, 
„веб your" " 

"At that very moment Winning Smile rushed out of ‘he 
paces and confronteg the man, 

The broncho’ buster turned Hvid with fear end rage. 


"your Wife wants. to 


he Indian girl stood stil] before. him, as though yndezi 


sided as whether she should ernbrace him or ‘shoot hi 
JS" Boys,” ваја our hero, pointing to Hike, “allow The ays! 
“introduce you to the веза man!” 

[54 ae! cried one. "18 Bug married to ther scuaw?" 

Е sure as you live she is! She has the: eertificate to 


Пе will forgive her paleface husband if he | 
i to her, and live with her like a good hus- | 
band," gaid the squaw іп a low musical voies, showing el 
fhe, was very fond of the villain. 
“Bug,” spoke up Robley, “ìf that woman is your lawful 
wife, don't yer go back on her. itch her over to ther 
ranch, She kin live with us an' help my wife an’ darter. 
Never go back on a marriage certificate, Bug.” ah 
The villainous broneho buster looked sharply at B and 
seeing that he was in earnest, he bowed his head and said: 
“All right. PH admit I married her, an’ now D stick 
г, whether I'm a ‘squaw man’ or not!" 
e man seemed to be ‘dreadfully in earnest and even 
“hero thougnt ne nòd taken а sudden turn for the good. 
nn'ng Smile's bright eyes shone with $ happy light. £s 
her husband took her hand. 
"| guess that's: ,apout all," said Wild. $ 
"не waved his hand, indicating that the ranchman and Y^ 
men could go. 4 
“Are you goln 
Dangle. : 
“Yes, me go with | husband, " was the Pp Е 
‘Our hero knew that was the best thing thet coulg “hice 
though he hardly пориве the villain would treat her right. 
The squaw got om hêr husband's horse with him; ама |. 
then waving а farewell to. copi had efriended her, 
she was borne away. T EOS n 
__ "Wild," ваза Arietta, as the par fef, "do you know 
i I can't help thinking that this thing is not over yet" ^ — 


Winning smile?" 


too, asked ree 


С. 
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You tried to kil] Tracy and Perkins, | 


irs 
certat. Be Hike will 

веек а chi се to. get aqu M е 

|. "Well, 1st then They. ae ове at it piste quick, 

| then, for we mu ee MES Sr пао is. me use ie 


| Staying top. long in one place, you know." 3 
| авна. тев, не T on, ter o 


“added 


ер une 
^ 


Ў 


Charlie, 5 
|: “Oh, of sures, es + 

onm “Well, I'd lke ter З "as say Niere: ano Sed id obe 
served Dangle, smilingiy.' 
| “We would get tired of ranch ute. before E 
Wild West. “What we are looking for is & 

and -еуепіє. We came up here: in. Me Ко. ве а silver 
L We did that without running, 


e. ату nd of ad- 
Pre worth speaking about. . The 


заа Youle 
age in scenery 


еп "started. down. for 
Denver and happened to run across your two men, "who 
were tied in the scow, That's how we came to» 
| We like these overland trips on horseback, and 
get a great deal of pleasüra out of ‘them, buti Ww 
some’ of the most curious adventures a. person’ ву 
of. Sometimes we come pretty “close to ла idee, but 
we always come out all right.” ` SS ae 

They were ali sitting on the porch: mom i 
bench and chairs that were there ang oth d dge.of 
l it with their feet on the ground. - 
| Itjwas just then that Hop Wah, uitio etaed! 
hand performer, came around to the front of the louse. 

One look ag: him told Wild that hë: had. cgi drinking 

whisky, NS 

“What did you do with that jug you treated. 
| his gang from?" our hero asked the rünehma 

“J put it on ther kitchen table as soon ns E got: t! 

pourin' out ther. drinks," was the retort, ў Ў 

"Oh, І RUGET HERG, it RON; Nel. 


T “the 


пењу EM 

CEU 
through 
EORR 


made ‘all sorts of сеа to him, but. 1 cim атая him stop 
drinking whisky.” d 
‘Well, there's plenty of good men oat: аны 
| decl ared the ‘boss of the ranch. 
|^ “Am there's now an’. then a bag onc 
| enne Charlle hastened to add. "I knowed 
n preacher: once, Jio didn't drink, hatch 
| “Never mit, Charlie. There is nó nádg 0) 
| preachers just beeuuse you happened топло: 
interrupted "Wild. “1 guess e preacher is;only Ji 
you. and if there is badness in him it virk come pir B 
as it/does In men in. other walks of lfet i 
| рај allee sames light, Mister Wild,’ eae но 
[had ‘been listening closely to what was bel iE sald.- 
| knowee'bad man in China whattee velly тапећве bi 
so bad lat evely timee he walkee in um tea — 
blackee tea allee samee turnee gieen.” * s 
As the Chinaman kept a’ straight face, the renchman ane 
his family dia not know whether he meant it tog: & joke а 
| not, у: 
| But Cheyenne Charlie settled the question tor “them X 


saying: 
-You're ther biggest liar what eve: wore a 2m ЕД 
*"Me'allbee samee velly muchee smartee, Hip, hi!" ani 
Hop began. dancing about before the porch like a Y 


lei 
girl taking her first lesson, p SN 
Charlie pulled out 2 Peyoleers УУ 
Crack! , 
‘He sent a bullet close to the "feet of the Chinaman. 
“Hip, hi! Stopper, Misiar Charlie!" came the frightend<¢ 
shout. i > 


Tnen he рия instantly. |... 7 И 

“What did yer do with that jug, you heathen | galoot?* 
demanded the scout, pointing the smoking yevolver- at chim 

"Me leavee allee ame in. um kitchen, t 1 
зерт: · “No more Shootee, Misler arlie,” 

Mrs. Dangle rån into the house apd soon eame о ае miu 
the јаке : 3 
tow: Еру. i ; 
"How much was there in mi» 

“It are a gallon jug, i ‘an? та putty sartin that not Mord 
а quart had been taken, mont ee it when 1 Brought. it out: 
littie while age.” SE 

“Well, Hop has stowed some сағ, 
you just produce it, and hurry “up. 7 You have 


pe 


id 


tanglefoot for à week, and 1f I catch you drinking any more 
in that time something will happen.” 

"Ме findee whisky allee samee putty quickee," was the 
reply, and then he hurried around to the back of the house. 

He came back quick with two quart bottles. 

"Here um tanglefoot, so be," he said, méekly. 

Dangle removed the corks of the bottles ang satisfied 
himself that they really contained whisky. 

“Well, I may as wel] keep ther stuff in ther bottles now,” 
he said. “I don't use liquor so very often, but when 1 do 
want it I s'pose it will be handier ter git out one of ther 
bottles than that big jug. Ther jug will do all right when I 
ride over to ther settlement ter git а gallon." 

Hop sat down on the porch quite close to the two bottles 
of whisky. 

Though he had been drinking, he was not what might be 
ealled intoxicated. > 

He had just about enough in him to make him frisky 
and full of fun. 

He pulled out his big handkerchief and pretended to mop 
his brow. 

But when he made that move he brought a bottle that 
was filled with water from 2 pocket and cleverly placed it 
on the porch. 

Then when the handkerchief went back to his pocket a 
bottle of whisky went with it. 

But he was not satisfied yet. 

Though he always hag plenty of money, Hop could not 
help stealing whisky every time the chance afforded. 

„Не had expected that the loss of the whisky would be dis- 
covered and he had provided for such an emergency by 
filling two bottles of the same king with water. 

- These he had stowed in his capacious pockets. 

No one thought he was stealing whisky, and when he 
wiped his face again and declared that it was “velly warm,” 
they agreed with him, for the sun was pretty hot just then, 
since it was near noon ang not a breath of air was stirring. 

The second bottle of tanglefoot soon got in one of his 
pockets and a bottle of clear cold water was left’ in its 
place. 

Then Hop talked a little more about his smartness and 
his wonderfnl uncle, after which he arose and went around 
to the rear of the house. 

"I reckon. me an' you kin have a little drink out of one 


ef them bottles afore I put 'em away," remarked the ranch- | 


man, looking at the scout. “How about it, Charlie?” 

“Well, I reckon T kin accommodate yer," was the reply. 

Dangle pulled the cork frorn one of the bottles and hand- 
ed it to him. 

He passed a glass over next and then the scout poured 
out a drink. 

But the moment he did so he gave an exclamation of 
surprise. 

There was nothing but water in the glass. 

“What's ther matter?" asked the ranchman. 

"Matter!" echoed Charlie. “Why, ther heathen galoot 
has fooled us! He's got ther two, bottles of whisky, an’ has 
left. bottles of water sin their place. He's ther slickest 
heathen that ever wore a pig-tail. I've said it lots of times 
afore, an’ I say it ag'in now." 

“Wol, by thunder!” exclaimed Dangle. 
de that?” 
ae matter how he done it, he ain’t goin’ ter have that 
oot," answered the scout, starting around the house. 


“How did he 


tange 


CHAPTER XI 
BUG HIKE'S AWFUL CRIME. 


Hop was forced to give up the whisky, after all, and 
seemed to feel very sad about it, 

Put when the ranchman whispered in. his ear that 
would make him a present of one of the bottles when 
was ready to leave the ranch he felt better. 

After dinner Arietta suggested to the girls that they 
out for a ride, 

Wild did not think it necessary for the girls to have 
escort, so he simply nodded and toid them to go ahead, 

Arietta took a rifle along with her, as she wanted to 
practice a little with it. 


The girl knew that almst daily practice was essential to 


making one a good shot, and as she already could hold 
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her own with the average hunter or cowboy, she did not want 
to allow herself to fal] off any. 

“I guess there is not very much to shoot around here, 
unless you try your luck on father's steers,” said Hattie 
Dangle, with a laugh. “I have heard that there are part- 
ridges over on the ridge, back of Robley's buildings, though. 
I suppose there would be no objections if we went there, 
Robley owns the land, of course, but he would hardly re- 


fuse us the pleasure of doing a little hunting there. I think 
I will take my rifle, too." : 4 
“We will all take them, then," spoke up Eloise. ‘But, 
on second thought I think it would be best for Anna and 
I to take our shotguns. .We could never hit a partridge 
with a rifle.” 
“Neither could I," answered Hattie. “But that makes 


no difference. Соте on. Тһе trail that leads over to the 
settlement runs right over the ridge. We will go that way, 
for I have an idea that I might meet a friend, who is Jue 
to come some time this afternoon.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed Arietta, a twinkle in her blue eyes. 
you have a lover, eh?” 

“Well, I might as well admit that I have," was the blush- 
ing reply. “We are to be married on the Fourth of July, 
and I wish you could all stay until that time.” 

“We would like to," Anna declared." “But we may be a 
thousand miles away from here by that time.” 

“And perhaps further," added Wioise. 

Then, as they rode off along the trail, they began ques- 
tioning the ranchman’s daughter and they soon learned 
that the name of her lover was Arthur Stout. 

He was the son of the storekeeper at the settlement, and 


“So 


| а very handsome young man, too. 


Of course, the girls were glad to hear this, for they all 
knew what it was to be in love, and they could sympathize 
with Hattie, 

They rode along, laughing and talking as girls wil. de, 
and soon they came to the ridge, which was covered with 
dwarf trees and plenty of undergrowth, where partridges 
and quail could find food. 

The buildings belonging to Robley !ay but three or four 
miles from them, while Dangle's ranch was at least twice 
that distance. 

The winding Missouri could be seen in the distance, and 
as they came to a halt.and looked at it they all agreed that 
it looked like a silver string. 

But they did not stop to admire the scenery long. 

Arietta was anxious to do some shooting, and as she 
knew there must be birds about, she got ber rifle ready. 

She meant to fire from the saddle at the first oppertun- 
ity she got. 

A fe wminutes later they were out of sight of the ranch 
buildings, still on the trail. 

Suddenly two or three partridges got up with a loud 
whirring sound. 

Anna and Eloise always were so startled in such cases 
that before they could get ready to shoot the birds were out 
of range. 

But with Arietta it was different. 

Her rifle flew to her shoulder in a twinkling, and quick- 
ly covering one of the partridges, she pulled the trigger. 

Crang! 

The report rang out sharp and clear. 

The bird dropped, greatly to the admiration of Haitie 
Dangle. 

rietta dismounted and ran to the spot to set the fallen 
partridge, the rest remaining in the saddle. ~ 

She disappeared in a clump of bushes and hor · сопа- 
panions waited. at 

A minute passed and they thought they heard the sounds 
of horses’ hoofs somewhere around them. 

It was quite natural that they should think that some- 
one was approaching, along the trail, and Hattie looked 
expectant, for she had an idea that her lover might be 
coming. 

But the sounds quickly died out, and then they looked at 
each other in amazement. 

“pt!” called out Anna, anxiously. 

There was no reply. 

Then all three called. 

But the result was the same, 

Arietta did not answer them. 
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: асаа set out through the bushes, and the others fot- 
lowed. 

The scout’s wife now feared that something had hap- 
pened to Arietta, and she held her gun ready to shoot if it 
became necessary. 
sae soon reached the spot where the partritte. had 

Nen. 

It lay on the ground, but there was no sign of the girl 
who had brought it down. 

Then they all shouted in unison, ; 

But only the echoes of their own voices came back to 
their ears. 

“Anna, something has happened to Arietta,” said Eloise, 
her face very pale, ^ 

"Yes, Eloise,” was the reply. 

“That villainous broncho buster, or his boss, is at the 
‘bottom of it, too.” 

“I don't know who else it could be." 

“I don't believe Robley is bad enough for anything like 
that," said Hattie. “It may be Bug Hike's doings, for he 
is a scoundrel of the worst sort.” 

"And he just took home his squaw bride this morning,” 
exclaimed Anna. "Can it be possible that he has caught 
Arietta and rode off with her?” 

“Well, the best thing we can do 15 to follow the trail, I 
suppose.” 

“No; there were more than one of them. I am sure I 
heard at least two horses galloping away a little while ago. 
We might ride right among them before we knew it, and 
then we would be served the same as Arietta hag been. 
No, we had better get back to the ranch as soon as possible 
and tell Wild." 

“That is right," spoke up Hattie, who was very much 
inysti®ed over what had happened. “But I think we had 
gbetter look for her first." 

This was sound advice. 

They called loudly the missing girl's name, but she did 
not answer, 

Then they went back to the trail and were just in time 
to meet a young man riding toward the ranch. 

ТЕ was Arthur Stout, Hattie’s lover. 

Ме was astonished when he ћеања what had happened. 
. But he was a pretty quick-witted young man, and when 
he had thought a moment he said 

“You girls ride on to the ranch and let the young lady’s 
friends know what has happened. I will take the trail of 
the villains,.and I will take care to make it clear which 
way I have gone, so the others can follow when they get 
here. Now, off with you! We have no time to lose!” 

The girls understood. 

They mounted and rode away, taking Arietta’s horse 
with them, and Arthur Stout went in search of the trail 
of the dashing girl's abductors. 

The three girls reached the ranch in due time, and when 
Wild and his partners heard what had happened they were 
astounded. = 

"Its ther work of Bug Hike, as sure as you're born!" 
cried Cheyenne Charlie, 

"I can’t think of anyone else to Jay it to," replied our 
hero, who was wonderfully cool, considering the circum- 
stances, 

Then he questioned Hattie closely and learned just about 
where the spot was that Arietta had disappeared from. 

She told him that it was almost directly back of Robley's 
ranch, and gave him about the distance. 

“All right,” said he, “we'll go to Robley's first, boys I 
guess the squaw will be a sure widow before this thing is 
over. 'That galoot certainly must feel like dying, or he 
would not do such a thing as this.” 

The three were not long in mounting their horses. 

Then the ride to Robley's ranch began. 

But in'a few minutes they were approaching th ouse, 
and when they saw the ranchman and two females sitting 
on the porch they concluded that it was not likely that 
they were aware of what had happened. 

Robley showed great surprise at seeing Young Wild 
West and his partners ride up in such a hurry. 

‘What's ther trouble, boys?” he asked, rising to his feet, 
&s they came to a halt. 

"Where is Bug Hike?” wia sdemanded sharply. 
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"I don't know," was the repty. "Do you know where he 
went?" and he turned to his wife and daughter. 

“He went out for a ride with his squaw wife,” the elder 
of the women replied. “The poor girl seemed delighted 
to accept the chance to go with him, Bug seems to like 
her, and I'm glad of it." E: 

‘You wil fing how much he likes her before long, Mra, 
Robley,” said our hero, significantly. “That man is a scoun- 
drel of the worst sort, and I wouldn't be surprised if he bas 
killed the squaw.” 

The mother and daughter held up their hands in hom 
ror. 

They had not heard how the young deadshot had saved 
the life of Winning Smile that morning, and they could 
not believe that he meant what he said. 

But Wild had no time to expiain why he spoke that way 
now. 

Arietta was in great peril and that spurred him on ta 
her rescue. 

It never once occurred to the dashing young Prince of the 
Saddle that he would fail in, effecting her rescue, for he 
was sure that if Bug Hike had carried her off he wouid 
not get very far with her. 

"Come on, boys!” he cried, and leaving the Robley fam- 
ily very much mystified, he dashed away, followed by Charlie 
and Jim. 

Wild saw a couple of cowboys a short distance away and 
he headed straight for them. 

They were two of those who had been over at Dangies 
ranch that morning and they showed that they were really 
surprised to see the Boss Boy of the Broncho Busters and 
his partners. 

"Did you fellows see Bug Hike and his squaw wife ride 
off?" Wild asked, reining in his steed, hurriedly. 

"Yes," was the reply. “He’s shook us since he brought 
her back, which is a good thing, maybe. We're mighty 
sorry fur what we done ter Tracy an’ Perkins ,an’ we're 
goin’ te do ther square thing hereafter.” 

“Which way did they go?” asked Wild, paying no atten- 
tion to the last that was said. 

“Over toward ther ridge,” and they both pointed out 
the way. 

“All right. If you fellows mean to be square, just follow 
us" 

Then our three friends rode away over the level stretch 
and soon came upon the trail that had been lately made by 
two horses. 

They followed it to the thicket that lined the ridge and 
then they were forced to slow down, as the bushes were so 
thick. 

But they managed to keep on the trail, and about a quar- 
ter of a mile into the thicket they suddenly came upon a 
grewsome scene. 

Lying at full length on the blood-stained ground was a 
human form! 

It was Winning Smile, the squaw. 

"Dead, by jingo!” cried Cheyenne Charlie, who was the 
first to dismount. “An‘ a tomahawk done ther business!" 

Wild nodded. 

His face was very pale, for he had a strong dislike to 
look upon the body of a murdered person, 

But his coolness did not leave him. 

He waited unti] the two cowboys came up, and then point- 
ing to the body of the sqwaw, exclaimed: 

“Do you see what Bug Hike has done?" 

The two men were horrified. 

“He's killed his wife!” cried one. 

“Must have got her ter ride out here, so he could git ther 
chance ter do it,” added the other, showing how sick at heart 
he felt. , 

“He has done more than this" said Wild, catmly. “He 
has carried off one of our girls. He came upon her by acci- 
dent, after committing this foul crime, and he has taken 
her away somewhere." Р 

“You fellows take the body back to thé ranch. We'll be 
there by and by," caleed out Jim. ‘Wel! have Bug Hike 
dead or alive, when we come back, too!” 

“Fill ther gsloot fuil of holes ther minute yer moe him?" 
came from the cowmboya ` 
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In iess than five minutes Wild and his partners reached 
ihe spot where Arietta had disappeared from, 

Then it was that they found a plain trait leading off along 
the side of the ridge. 

"Boys, don't make a mistake in shooting the fellow who 
has gone ahead of us,” said Wild. “Don't shoot, anyhow, 
unless you see that it has got to be done. I want to take 
that scoundrel alive, if possible.” 


CHAPTER XII, 
CONCLUSION, 


Arietta never had the least thought that danger lurked 
close by when she stepped into the bushes to get the part- 
ridge she had brought down with her rifle, 

She saw the falion bird and was just about to pick it up 
when a blanket was thrown over her head and twisted 
tightly about her neck 

Then before she knew what had happened she was lifted 
to the back of a horse. 

She tried to scream, 
her and she could not. 

"Keep quiet!" a savage voice whispered close to her ear. 
“I jest killed ther Injun squaw, an’ ГИ do ther same ter 
you if yer don't keep’ quiet." 

hen a rope was tied about her body, pinioning her arms 
to her sides, and the horse started off. 

That there was another horse being led along Arietta 
eould tell for she was rapidly recovering herself, and all 
her faculties were awake. 

She soon realized that the horses were working their way 
through a thicket, and as they did not go very fast, 
thought that the girls might be able to follow and help her 
get away from the villain. 

As yet she did not know who her captor was for she had 
been unable to recognize his voice when he spoke to her, 

She could hear her companions calling to her now, but 
she could not have made them hear her if she had tried 
and from the tone of voice her captor had spoken in, she 
felt that he might kill her, 

Just as that thought struck her it flashed upon her mind 
who he was. 

He said he had just } 
he must be Bug Hike. 
The captive girl shuddered in the grasp of the villain. 

"I ain't got no idea where I'm goin' ter take yer, gal," 
the man spoke up, when they were about a couple of nun- 
dred yards from the spot where Arietta had been seized. 

"T jest killed my Injun wife, an’ now I want one of my 
own kind. You'll jest fill ther bill. I'm а marked man 
now; an' I might as wel] go in fur al] I kin! Jest make vp 
your mind that you're goin' ter be ther wife of Bug Hike. 


but the blanket almost smothered 


killed a'squaw, and that meant that 


There ain't no power on earth that will save yer now, fur | 


them gals yer was with couldn’t do anything if they come 
after us. You're mine, an’ that's all there is to it! Young 
Wild West kin kill me after it is over, but you're mine, jest 
ther same.” 

Poor Arietta! 

If she had been like the average run of her sex she would 
have fainted from sheer fright. 

But as awful as her position was, she kept up her cojtr- 
age. - 

They were not going very fast, and that meant time. 

Half-smothered, the girl was carried on for over a mile. 

Then Bug Hike brought the horses to a sudden halt. 

"I сдовв we'll rest here a while," he said, with a fiendish 
chuckle. “Yer want a rest, I know." 

As she was lifted from the sadd!e the brave girl's heart 
was beating wildly. 

“Oh, Wild!" she thought. ‘Where are you?” 

If ever she needed her dashing young lover she did now. 

Her captor now tore the blanket from her head, and es 
She looked up she found that he had a revolver leveled at 
her. 

“Jest one little yell from yer an!’ yer will де" 
Мечей. 

“I am not going to cry out," she answered ір а voice that 


Wremysed slightly, 


he 


she | 


| 


| shallow cave that was right there. 


“Just think of wkat you have doue!'got the шар or the man got him | 


WILD WEST WEEKLY. 


E 
You surely know that you will suffer for it. Let me go and 
be off with you, It is the only chance you have.” 

"I don’t want no chance, gal" was the reply. “I know 
ТИ soon be done fur, but that don't make no difference, І 
killed ther squaw ‘cause I didn't want her no more. Then 
I comes along an’ sees you. I made up my mind that I did 
want you, an' as yer wàs kind enough ter walk right to ther 
spot where I was waitin’, I took yer. На, ha, ha!" 

Just then the unmistakable sounds of hoof-beats came to 
their ears. 

Bug Hike gave a. violent start, 

Then he quickly tore a strip from the blanket and gagged 
his fair captive. 

“Let ‘ет come!" he exclaimed, as he dragged her into а 
“Its one of them gals, 
most likely. Well, ther more ther merrier!” 

The villain crouched behind a tree. 

The next minute a horseman appeared before him. 

Crack! 

Bug Hike fired at him with his revolver. 

But he was so eager to kill the stranger that he made a 
miss of it. 

It was only by a hair's breadth that he did miss how- 
ever. 

The horseman was Arthur Stout, as might be supposed, 

He quickly reined in his horse and got behind a clump of 
trees. 

Crack: 

Again Hike fired. 

But the bullet lodged in a tree this time, 

Crack! 

The young man was right there, and he answered by send- 
ing a bullet so close to the head of the villain that it took 
oft some of his frowsy hair. 

Bug left the two horses standing and leaped into the eave. 

“Fire agin an’ you'll hit ther gal!" he called out; fiend- 
ishly. "I don't know who yer are, but I s'pose you're after 
her.” 

“You bet I am, you scounürel!" came the reply. 
had better come out and surrender.” 

"Ln never do that!" shouted the villain. 

Crack! 

He fired again and missed. q 

Stout had dismounted now and was peering between two 
trees to get a sure shot at'the man, for he surejy meant to 
kill him if he could, 

He could see the form of Arietta, as well as her face, 
and the fact that she was gagged told him why he had not 
heard from her. 

Bug Hike was crouching right behind her, partly con- 
cealeqd by the flanging rock at the mouth of the little 
cave, 

“Ther gal is mine! Go on about your business, or T] kill 
her right afore your eyes!" cried the villain, suddenly, as 
he adopted new tactics. 

"Harm one hair in her head and it will be the last thing 
you do on earth!" replied the young man, thougn he trem- 
bled when he said it, for he knew how helpless he was to 
prevent it. 

But help was coming. 

It was a mile off yet, but it was certainly going to 
there, 

Wild and his partners had cut off nearly half the distance 
by riding to Robley's ranch first, ^ 

The way the girls hag gone was a roundabout one, 

Of course, neither Arietta nor the young man knew that 
they were so near. 

“Have courage, miss,” Stout called out from behind the 
trees. “He dares not harm you.” 

“Ha, һа, ha!" laughed Hike, who surely thought he was 
master of the situation. 

Stout began crawling around through the bushes, leaving 
his horse behind the trees. 

He got to a spot where he could get a pretty good view 
of the scoundrel, but he was not enough of a marksman to 
risk firing a shot at him, . 

He might hit the girl instead. T 

"If he would only come out," he thought. 

But Bug Hike was not going to do this. 

He was at bay, and there he was going to stay, зоні, he 


"You 


get 
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He crouched ready to shoot the moment he caught sight 
of the stranger. 

Arietta watched him with. terror in her eyes. 

She did not know who the man was who was trying his 
best to save her, but imagined that he was the lover of 
Hattie Dangle. , 

Hike was breathing like a wild beast. 

He had no time to even look at his captive now, and that 
was somewhat of a relief to her, 

All the eyes he had were looking for the man he knew 
was after him. . 

In this way several minutes passed. 

Then ап of a sudden a voice sounded from the bushes 
on the right: 

“Come out, Bug Hike!" 

A thrill of joy shot through Arietta. 

She managed to utter а gasping 
turned upon her and drew his knife, 

He knew that his last chance was gone now, for he recog- 
nized the voice of Young Wild West. 

But he would kill the girl for spite. 

“You'll never git her alive!" he snarled, like a wild beast. 
“I killed ther squaw, an’ now ГІ kill ther white gal!" 

Crang! 

The sharp report of a rifle rang out and Bug Hike pitch- 
ed forward and fel! out of the mouth of the cave. 

“Thank heaven!” exclaimed Arthur Stout, from his place 
of concealment. 

Then Wild appeared on the scene. 

He ran straight to where his sweetheart crouched and 
quickly removed the gag and cut her loose. 

Cheyene Charlie and Jim Dart came right after him, and 
then Stout got up and showed himself. : 

He knew who they were and they knew who he was, 
though they had never met. 

“Oh, Wild!" cried Arietta, almost ready to faint from 
the reaction. é ; 

“Take it easy, little one," was the reply. “We got here 
in time, so it is all right.” x 

In a very few minutes the girl was quite calm. 

While she talked with her dashing young lover Stout made 
himself acquainted with Charlie and Jim and told them 
how it was that he éame to play a prominent part in the 
game. 

“I- guess it is a mood thing that I got on the scoundrel's 
trail,” he said. “I managed to keep him from harming 
her, for he had all he could do to look out for me, I am 
very glad that you came along as you did, for I never could 
have got the best of him alone.” 

For over ten minutes they lingered there, talking it over. 

Bug Hike had died instantly, for Young Wild West had 
fired to kill, and when he did that he never missed. 

“Charlie, you and Jim just put that carrion on one of 
the horses, and we'll take him back to Robley," said Wild as 
they were ready to start. 

His order was promptly obeyed. 

Arietta) mounted the horse the unfortunate Indian girl 
had used on her way to her death, and then they rode to 
the ranch. 

There was much excitement there, for the body of Win- 
ning Smile was there, and it was known by al} the cowboys 
how she had met her death. 

But when they saw the dangling form of the murderer 
hanging over his own horse, and as dead as dead could be, 
they broke into a cheer. 

“We had a rope ready for him, Mr. West,” said Robley, 
pointing to a.lariat one of the cowboys held in his hand. 
"I never knowed that Bug could be as bad as that. I think 
we all ought ter learn a lesson from this, don't you?" 

"Well, all that need à lesson should learn it, by all means," 
Was our hero's retort. 

The ranchman flushed, 

"I. know what yer mean,” he said.- “Ther chloroform! 
Well, Young Wild West, ll give yer my word of honor 
that ГП never do 4 mean thing ag'in as long as І live! Do 
yer believe I mean what I say?" 

"Yes, I believe you. I never saw a man more in earnest 
in my life. 

The ranchman's wife and daughter no doubt wondered 
why it was he spoke that way, but they said nothing just 
then. 


ery, and then Hike 
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The news of the death of the Indian girl had reached 
the other ranch before this, so our friends were not sur- 
prised when they saw Dick Dangle and the girls coming up. 

The whole story was told, and when a thorough under- 
standing of it all had been brought about, everyone vas 
happy, yet sad, for the untimely death of Winning. Smile 
was hard to forget. f 

“Well, boys,” said Wild, as they were ready to leave the 
ranch of Robley, looking at the cowboys, who had assisted 
in putting Tracy and Perkins in the scow, “I hope you will 
all do much better in the future. I'll bid you good-by now." 

“Three cheers fur Young Wild West, ther Boss Boy of 
ther Broncho Busters!” shouted one of them, 

The cheers were given with a will, and then Robley took 
off his hat and exclaimed: 

"Now, then, give three cheers fur Young Wild West's 
Bareback Beat! That was ther greatest thing any of yer 
ever seen!” 

With the cheers ‘ringing in their ears, our friends rode 
over to Dangle's ranch. 


Next week's issue will contain “YOUNG WILD WEST AT 
FIRE HILL; OR HOW ARIETTA SAVED THE FLAG.” 


—<— 


FEAR SNAKE OMEN. 

There eame very near b*ing a scandal in the Wendall 
Church congregation of Pratt, Kan., and as it is there 
lare many quiet rumors floating about concerning cer- 
|tain members of the congregation. 

It came about this way: 

The minister was about to begin his sermon when he 
saw a huge blacksnake gliding in through the front 
door. He jumped on a chair and members of the congre- 
gation, sighting the reptile, followed suit. 

Late comers killed the snake. But the members of 
the congregation take it thai the snake was a sign of 
ill omen and that some one in the congregation at the 
time has not been following closely the paths of right- 
eousness and that the snake, which first brought about 
the fall of man, was sent as a warning to reform and 
repent. ^ 


ELECTRICAL HELP FOR THE GLAZIER, 

It has remained for a new company to introduce a 
device which is bound to prove a great boon to glazier 
and others engaged in handling glass windows of zx 
kinds. Тһе new device is in reality an electrically- 
operated putty router, which serves to remove putty 
from all styles of glass windows, rebabbets the sash and 
makes a clean eut, removing points at the same time in 
one operation. It is compact, portable, quickly adjust- 
able, and can be attached to any lamp socket. The 
router is operated by а 1/12 horse-power universal mo- 
tor, with a speed of 12,000 revolutions per minute, and 
is instantly controlled by а push-button switch. A 
grinder wheel can be placed on the arbor by removing 
the eutters, and serves to grind the latter. 


A DANGEROUS FOE. 


Perhaps the deadliest foe of the australian sheep 
farmer is the eagle-hawk, and many and wonderful are 
the contrivances invented for his destruction or capture: 
A correspondent at Singleton says it is no uncommon 
thing for a farmer with a run of quite average extent 
to lose a hundred sheep in a season through the dept 
dations of these carnivorous birds. ‘‘Their strength,” 
he writes, ‘‘is so abnormal that it is practically impos- 
sible for the sheep on which one pounces to resist the 
attack, and their appetite for live mutton appears to be 
insatiable. They are occasionally caught by means of a 
trap attached to the carcass of a sheep, 
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SAYS TOBACCO HELPED. 

To the use of tobacco was attributed her longevity 
by Mrs. Mary Jane Adgate, aged eighty-two years, who 
died in her home on Thomas street, Westfield, Mass. 
Mrs. Adgate smoked a pipe for years, beginning the 
habit when she was a little girl. 

She acquired the taste for tobaeeo from her grand- 
mother, who was a pipe smoker. She had no use for 
the weed in any other form but the pipe smoking, and 
secured the greatest amount of pleasure out of one of 
the old familiar clay “Т. D." pipes. 

She had been in failing health for some time, but even 
during her siekness would not depart from her habit of 
smoking a pipe. 


LAKE DISAPPEARS ONCE IN FOUR YEARS. 


In Georgia near Valdosta there is a lake which dis- 


appears every three or four years and then comes back 
again, no matter what the weather is like. 

The lake is three miles long and three-quarters of a 
mile wide, with an average depth of 12 feet of water. 
There are natural subterranean passages beneath it, 
through which the water passes off. ~ 

It takes two or three weeks to disappear, when а mam- 
moth basin is left in its place, which furnishes a beau- 
tiful sandy beach. After a month or so the water be- 
gins to return, and then in a couple of weeks it is the 
same magnificent stretch of water as it was before. 


GERMANY HAS LOST HER NATIONAL HOLIDAYS 
Germany today is without a national holiday—a curi- 
osity among nations. The revolution gave a knockout 
blow to the popular holiday celebration of ‘‘Kaiser’s 
Birthday'' and the loss of the war has put a quietus on 
Germany's Fourth of July joy day—Sedan Day. 
Hardly a handful of flags were run up or hung out 


in all Berlin on the latest Sedan Day. А conspieuous| 


‘‘natriotic’’ exception was the Imperial Admiralty 
Building, over which waved the German ex-navy’s war 
flag.. 

At the foot of the monument of Kaiser Wilhelm the 
*ürocer" (as he was nicknamed by doughboys, secing 
the same person's monumental equestrian statue in Co- 
blenz at the confluence of the Rhine and Moselle) ad- 
mirérs of monarchism had laid оле solitary wreath, 
aecoraied with streamers in che old imperial national 
colors, black, white and red. 


CHINAMAN HAS COOKED FOOD SET ON COFFIN 


dent of Denver four years and operated a Jaundry in 
“Нор Alley." He is survived by a widow and several 
children living in Sunning, China. 


GIRL IS GODMOTHER TO 117 BABIES. 

Miss Ruth Weir of Black River, Alcona County, 
Mich., is the champion godmother of the Balkans. By 
count 117 young Roumania mothers have summoned her 
to the christening of their infants, friends here and in 
Black River have learned. 

Miss Weir is a member of the American Red Cross 
Commission to Roumania and is the most popular young 
woman in the Ilfoy District, which numbers forty-two 
villages. To the 112,00 inhabitants of this department 
she is ‘‘Domnissarei Capitaine Americane,” the lady 
American Captain. à 

Seores of Roumania mothers have named their chil- 
dren after her, and her little mud house on the side of 
a mountain is a favorite plaee for the peasants to bring 
their children to be baptized. Whenever a child was 
christened, Miss Weir has received quaint gifts from 
the mothers. These gifts range from suckling pigs to 
cabbage roots and include beautiful embroideries, some 
hundreds of years old. р 

Some of the little children have received queer names, 
One will bear through life the title of “Реасе Wilson 
Weir Caplescu.’’ Another was baptized ''American 
Weir Stefanscu,’’ another ‘‘Domnissarei Captaine Am- 
ericana Weir Jonescu,’’ while still another, on Miss 
Weir’s suggestion, was named ‘‘London Ontario Con- 
stantinescu.’’ 


LIGHTNING DESTROYS 
BILL NYE’S BIRTHPLACE. 

When the old birthplace of the American humorist, 
Bill Nye, Shirley, Me., was burned a few days ago at 
this place, it blotted out one of the ancient landmarks 
of Piscataquis County. A late electric shower did its 
destructive work. Lighting struck the buildings, which 
were owned by Mrs. Dorcas Mitchell, and fire finished 
the task, leaving only smouldering ruins. 

It was here that Bill Nye cracked his first. joke on his 
parents when, at 3 years of age, as he told the story, 
he ‘оок then by the hand” and told them that Pisca- 
taquis County was no place for them, leading them 
forth to Wiseonsin and the life of Western pioneers. 
Thereby Maine lost considerable advertising such. as 
would have accrued to the State had this humorist re- 
mained in the Pine Tree State. But he left his birth- 
place behind him, and it was this of which the town 


While a dozen or more of his countrymen chanted aj was justly proud, until now comes the end of the an- 


Confucion dirge calculated to speed his spirit on its 
journey, the body of Sing Yee, late denizen of Denver’s 
Chinatown, was lowered into a grave at Riverside Ceme- 
tery the other afternoon. 

On top of the casket the friends of the departed Ce- 
lestial piled a quantity of cooked food, in accordance 
with the Chinese belief that the spirit of the departed 
must haye sustenance on its flight to the other world. 

It was the first Chinese funeral attended by all the 
Oriental rites that Denver has witnessed for many years, 

Sing Yee was fifty-six years old. He had been a resi- 


cient dwelling. It was the old home of descendants of 
Benjamin Nye, who founded the family in the new land 
of freedom, having come from England in 1637. 
Perhaps the fate of his birthplace in this little Maine 
hamlet would not be regretted by the humorist were he 
alive. For he left directions that his grave in the little 
cemetery of Arden, North Carolina, should be marked 
by a simple stone. Now there is nothing left of the 
spot on which he was born up here in Maine save the 
traditions of the family and a few records in the town’s 
books. З асет 
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THE BOSS' SON зына - 
OR ; THE KIDNAPPING OF BILLY BUTLER. 
The boys stood looking arcund in the moonlight. 
Or, The Adventures of a Young Millionaira “Ме ought to get out of here!" breathed Billy. 


“There may come another of those interesting 
не EAT | knives!" 

RY DICK ELLISON | “Wait! Um going to look into this. Or, rather, go. 
= І don’t want to get vou into trouble, old man.” 


(A Serial Story) | “TAS though I would let you go it alone!" омей 
: | Billy. “I’m at your back Везе, last and all the time.” 
CHAPTER X— (Continued) | Holding on to the knife. Frank ran to the other 

“That’s what I have.” ‘епа of the wood pile. 
“My dear boy, this must not be. Where are the| There was an open space between the pile and 
ankbooks?”’ e | the long сва] shed, hut it vas too dark то have seen 
“in my dress suit ease at Mrs. Butler's.” l anyone even if the knife thrower was inrking there. 
“What do you propose to do with this large sum?| ОН course we can’t go in there," whispered 
Som ing must be done at once." | Frank. Мо will ring oif, and Г will keep this knife. 
с ЖМ I don't know. You have a safe ћеге, | It may give us a clew. ‘Tomorrow I buy a revolver." 


Will you take care of the money for me? My father| They returned to Mrs. Dutler's. : 
expressly told me to tell no one, but І am telling you,| ‘‘There is a note here for уоп, Frank," said the 
Mr. Metealf. T must have help.’ : | widow. “It was left; by a woman shortly after vou 

“T will take charge of the money for the present, and and Billy went out. She was very partiewlar that Т 
give you a receipt for it," said the treasurer, after a should give it to no one but you." 
little reflection. ‘‘You can bring your bank books here, The note proved to be from Поу, and ran as fol- 
in the morning and put those in the safe, too. But lows: 

; mistaken, Frank. Your father certainly told | i у а 3 
Tam not mistak n ant 5 £ ER “Mr. Foster.—T am running a terrible risk/but I am 
me that he had two thousand one thousand dollar bills | determined io son Uo SS аа Hopi mos 
hys : * Я $ |WwSr e tos у 
—of that І am positive. What became of the other т passe ; BORE: ORIG АИ ee Vous 
million 9”? à | an disguising as a servant, апа am going fo the house 
id Seated 3 of Mrs. Butler, where 1 sta u have gone 
**Perhaps he paid it to Judge Blackman in return) р eas, i do at and Lnd ui pubis MR LU 
soy Y! Ј . tt sase 0 Y € А r Y g 
for the agreement, which was stolen from his desk.” редним + you am writing? this that 

i А М E рр Я | r $ 4: 2 $ k 

It may be so. We win E more of this XO OUO "I have made a^ terrible discovery. Tt is that my 
I will take this matter righs in hand. "We must nave | father is even a worse mau than L have long known 
the best legal advice which money ean buy. But first. him to be. He certainly means to kill you. Ile believes 
Frank; vou better see ( TONED, and hear what he has) that you have the papers your father accused him of 
to say about this mystery. Perhaps you will not want stealing. He has accomplices—one at least. A small 
to go ahead. | hatchet-faced man, of whom beware. 

“PI doit!" cried Frank. І do it tomorrow. But; ‘‘This is no imagination. 1 have been playing the 
just the same I don't believe my father ever did one | spy in your interests, and T know what I am talking 
single thing in all his life te be ashamed of.” jabout. If you have those papers my advice is that 

Mr. Metcalf said nothing, for he knew frail human you instantly place them in safe hands get out of 
nature better than this impetuous boy. * town and remain at a distance, employing a lawyer 

The transfer was made. to represent you. | 

When Frank left the mill treasurer's house he left | "Mr. Foster, you saved my life, and I do not pro- 
early a million dollars решта him. He trusted Mr.|pose to stand quietly by and see you robbed and mur- 


Metcalf, and, after all, it was a relief. dered. If there is anything further to be told tosyou, 
Billy was mighty eurious to know what Frank had rely on me to tell it. Destroy this, please. к 
learned, and he throw out all kinds of broad hints, *fEver your tricnd, Dolly.” 


but of course Frank could not respond. 3 

On the way home our young millionaire had an| Mrs. Butler and her són watched Frank curiously as 
adventure which well-nigh cest him his life. he read this missive. у ; 

As they turned into River street the boys were| But they were doomed to disappointment if they ex- 
obliged to pass a long wood pile, which belonged to a|peeted him to give any inclination, for Frank said 
wood and eoal dealer who had a yard there. not a word, but.lighting the paper over the lamp, he 

Suddenly Frank heard a peculiar whizzing sound, | threw it in the stove and watched it burn to ashes. 
and something struck his coat and dropped on the| ‘‘Now, I'm ready for bed, Billy," he quietly said, 


ground. · **and tomorrow we will see what can be done." 
‘What in thunder was that?" cried Billy. The boys accordingly retired. 
Frank stooped and picked up a long, keen-bladed|^ För a long time Frank lay peg wondeting over 
dagger. his strange situation. 


“Billy !’? he gasped, ‘‘there’s someone in the wood-| If Dolly’s letter told the truth, nnd Judge Black- 
pile! This thing was meant for my back! If it had|man had not stolen the papers, then who was the 
hit me fair I should be a dead one now."* guilty one? | ў 


And to Frank's mind there was only. one person 
who could solve it, and that was the god-yoman, 

She had been in evidence on ‘the night о! ihe rob- 
bery, and certain it seemed: "What she inei. Something 
about it. 

. Magnus tlie watchman’ ‘naa вал sionals Syupationed 
dy Frank the day after his father's death, but he "dis- 
elaimed all knowledge of the robbery. 

АП he could tell was that ho was making his rounds | 
when the policeman, Weoks, came to him and told him 
what had occurred. 

Frank: felt that he should have investigated the 
matter | more. fully, but it was too iate now, and he 
"resolved. to ‘see the dog-woman next day. Now that 
his father was actually ce she might be more willing 
to tellwhat she knew. That her knowledge concerned 
"his: father’ s early life Frank firmly believed. 

А Jast ће fell asleep. 


“When he awoke it. wes with a racking headache. 
Daylight was streaming in through the window, the 
clock on the mantel saidi half-past four. |. 

Frank sat up in bed, wondering what was the | 
matter, for in addition to the pain in his hend he felt| 
sick to his stomach. A strange smell seemed hanging: 
-about the room. 
ʻi Now, Frank had taken ilie inside of the bed the; 
‘night before, and as he locked around he saw that 
he was alone. 

-Billy's place was 
from the chair upon which 
Billy’s remained. 

"Frank sprang out of bed to make further discoveries. 


vacant; his own clothes were gone 
he had plaeed them, but 


A chair had been overturned, there was a great splash | 


UE blood on the carpet. The door stood partly ajar, 
; Instantly the truth dawned upon Frank. 
"Here was more of Judge Blackman’s dastardly work, | 
P lis tools had blundered. Chloroform or ether had 
. been:used on him, but the kidnapers had carried off the 
wrong boy! 
2 тапк lost, not an instant in pulling on ВШу clothes, 
which fortunately fitted him fairly well, 
Tren suddenly he remembered his dress suit case, and 
the bank books. 
-'Flinging open the doar of Büly's closet, where he had 
pat the ease, he found it gone. 
As for the rest. when he got downstairs Frank dis-, 
Covered that the front door hdd heen broken open, ap- 
rently by one who understood his business, for the 
Лоек had been eut out with a saw. 4 
/ And how long was it since all this happened? 
Frank had no means of knowing. of course. 


| 


Now сате the hardest part. for Frank had to arouse 


Mrs. Butler and tell her though the door what had hap- 
: pened, - 
- "Needless to say that the widow grew terribly excited. | 
d declared that she had not Баа а sound during the| 
ght. Est 1 
i going oui to see what I сап do,” called Frank. 
* > ake Bill's wheel. If anything can be done 
m going to do it—that's all.’? : 
E away he went. ; : 
$ siare then was tò go directly tò the house and 
е Blackman to his face, but а UA, anh 
‘flection | wed’ the folly of any such scheme. . 
“L must see Me, Metealf wd tell him first of all," ho 
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“There was a Бед Pula, up abd she: ‘not j 
Metealf, who did not. ie Frauk waiting long, 
“This is certainly a bad. business, '' 
|treasurer, “But whatever you do, Frank, kee 
from Bloekman. It will be no earthly use for yi 
go there. He will simply deny all knowledge of the af- 
fair. Chances are Billy will turn up. T can’t ‘believ: 
they would murder chim, When they find the 
captured the wrong boy they will let ‘him go." 
“T can’t tie to that theory !’’ cried Frank. 
to be doing something. I’m off, Mr. Metcalf. ES 
kindly notify the police 1'' des. 
“Т certainly will,'* replied the treasurer, “bu d 
careful, Frank.’ 
Frank scarcely heard hin, tik ie Was already 
bicycle and off. : 
|. Now Frank had u theory. 


1 


тап had changed his mind after the Salle at ei 
iw oodpile, and instead of killing him he. must 
di id to make Him a prisoner. | 
If this was so, then: the most likely pine to took for 
| Billy would be at the judge's lonely. парве on M 
| Mountain. 
Frank determined to ride that way, MET he had an- 
other reason for doing this. LAM dg 
| About a mile out-of town on the road to "Marble 
Mountain lived a man named Jeffers, who had exor 
реет a mill employe . 
This man was a victim to asthma of the worst. 
|Не was unable to lie down, and as Frank happened to 
;kuow, his custom was to sit under an apple: tree all 
(might i in a-big chair. ae 
“ТЕ they took Billy to Marble Sons tdi old. meu 
Jeffers may have seen them go past his: ‘house, “тапк 
reasoned. And with this theory uppermost in His” mind 
;he s not а second in getting to the house of the i : 
vali 
Mr. Jeffers was found in his accustomed chair 
„ће apple tree, although as yet it was only a few minutes 
arte oY SIX. 
"Say Frank, I’m glad you have come’’ -he ex. 
‘claimed. ‘I have been hoping for an hoür that some- 
one would come along. My—wifeis-sidk apace 
вап walk a-dozen yards without losing my breath, 
‘There is something wrong with Billy Butler, surest 
thing you know." . 
'* Well, I should say there was!’’ cried Frank. “Billy 
was kidnaped last night, Mr, Jeffers."' 
| “There! I knew it!’’ exclaimed the old man. - “You 
see, I can’t sleep indoors these hot nights, and—’’ 
“Tell me what you know, and tell me: qiuek P? cried 
Frank. 
* Why, about half-past two, as I was a-settin’ hen d 
| веб three men go past. The middle опе was’ Billy But- 
|ler, and they were half-dragging him along. I seen his 
| face plain. It was bright moonlight, you know. Не 
let out a holler as he went past, and T seen one of. Jem 
stick a revolver under his nose. I give a yell at 'em, 
but I couldn't do nothin’; and I hain't been able to do 
nothin’ sence, for there hain't a solitary soul gone past. 
They went up into the piece of woods beyond here, an 
pretty soon I heard a wagon drivin’ away from there, Т 
hain't got no sort of doubt that they’ pn BUR into t. 
(But The at does it all mean?” i 
ТО BE CONTINUED. 
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S d te s DA Я n 
PARIS WAITERS. WON. : ) 
s triumphantly fluunt their banners. The 
in Parisian hotels, restaurants and cafes are dis- 
ostentatiously mustachios and whiskers as vis- 
ible signs that they won their recent strikes, One of 
the demands was the right to wear bristly adornment | 
on their faces. Now, every breeze plays through their | 
med. mustachios. and beards. 


lop effeets, The waiter of lower degree affects a elose- | 
p} ed mustaehio of the military, or toothbrush style. 
Even the bus- boys are patiently cultivating down on 
“upper lips, encouraging themselves with the 
that all things come to him who waits. 

е и é 


IGHTHOUSE WITHOUT A KEEPER. 
ent, years we have had automatic lights, and 
automatic lightships, but the first unattended rock | 
lighthouse with a powerful fog signal is the recently | 
completed Platte Fougere Lighthouse, marking the en- 
trance to Russell Channel, leading to St. Peter’s Port, | 
Guerney, a spot whieh figures in Victor Hugo’s romance | 
“The*Toilers of the Sen." 
Р ат tower, tn of ferro-concrete on a waye- washed | 
«is of irrggular Octagonal shape, eighty feet, high. | 
ОВИХ below the gallery contains many ingenious | 
‘lectrical devices, . ‘the invention óf the late engineer-in- 
chief, Mr. Е. O; “Catford, eontrolled from the shore by | 
i submarine cable nearly a mile and a half long, This! 
le is of immense strength, being eleven inches in eir-| 
eumference: and weighing forty-five tons to the nautical | 
‘mile. Ву its aid\ the fog-horn and siren are regularly | 
} own- they have been heard thirty miles away on the. 
eh 'éoasb—while the eurrent it carries. also controls | 
the light in the lantern. For illuminating expanses of | 
coastline where the erection of an ordinary tower would | 
4 ) hibitive on account of its cost, this. type of light- | 
е has certainly much to commend it. The Platte | 
ügere instalation: involved. an expenditure of only 
i thousand pounds, | 
tis proposed to use this type of automatte lighthouse | 
for illuminating the Hudson Bay and Hudson. Straits 
in connection with the opening of these waters and the 
‘riage of wheat by the new railway to Fort Churchill 
on Hudson Bay. The various South American Straits 
have also considered the proposal of establishing simi- | 
lar lights on the more ipod and barren coasts of! 
ut. Simonei, 
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eacus BOOOL FOR STAGE CHILDREN. 
| -There is a school in New York for little actors and | 
ses and more than 100 of them are enrolled in it.! 
ћеп they are on the road their teachers write to them | 
nd he pupils send their lessons tg school cago the! 
та | 
Ро му ” you have thought that children who’ were | 
clever. enough to act with grown-ups would not need to | 
school; that they knew how to read and write and 
tiply, and knew geography and history. naturally 

ut studying; in short, that little girls and boys 
who acted in “ога Fauntleroy” and could recite from 
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|at 2 o'elock in the morning. 
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вн ‘knew oll the other things- that children 
ought to know. 

Before this school was started there were children as 
old as fourteen or fifteen who could not read or write; 
| didn't know even that twice two is four, And. some of 
them were yery unhappy about it. “3 

It was for this reason a school was started for ‘them 
[in the Rehearsal Club several years ago, And now there 
[are over a hundred children at the school all the time. 
The stage hasn't spoiled them a bit. In their studies 
and at-play they are just like other children, The girls 
wear sailor suits and middy blouses and the boys weir 
—well, just suits; what real boy ever bothered abont 
his clothes? When these children grow up they will not 
be ashamed to meet other people who are not actors, 
for they too will have had an education. 

Incidentally it may be mentioned that December 5 
will be Actors’ Memorial Day, and that on that occasion 
| the theatre receipts will go to he Actors’ Fund of Але 
‘erica, а fund which in years to come will рер Mo 
of the little stage folk of to-day. : 


RUIN DESTROYED SHIP. 

Prohibitionists may makè campaign use of the burn- 
ing of the liner Venezia, a French vessel, at sea. When 
| the liner, Chicago, also French, arrived. the other day 
after rescuing the 355 men, women and children on the 
Venezia without loss of life, it was learned that rum 
| destroyed the ship on whieh. they were travelling from 
Науаџа бо St. Nazaire. 

The Venezia had a cargo of 230 tons of the demon: in 
her forward hold, There the fire started and the casks 
of rum burst and flooded the ship with flames, Those 
on board were foreed to take to the lifeboats: “Capt. 
Paul Bonifacio, his first officer and two men онака 
on board an hour after the Chieago, bound from ‘Bor 
de aux, had'steamed eighty miles in response to the Vene- 
zia’s call for help and picked up those in the lifeboats. 

Then the captain and those with him, driven up on 
the poop deck by the flames, shinned down a line into 
a lifeboat nnder the stern and pulled away for the res- 
спе ship. The Venezia also carried 1,500 bags of sugar 
and this made a fierce fire. 

Those on board her showed no ill effects of their trans- 
fer at sea, as the conditions were favorable for it, The 
200 passengers were awakened when the blaze started, 
As soon as the Chieago's 
answer to the S О S was received her position was ascer- 


‘tained and the Venezia headed for her, but soon fad to 


stop, as the heat in the engine room became unbearable, 
Half an hour after the last boat except the eaptain’s 
had been lowered away ihe Chicago headed up. longside 
and began taking every one on board. The Chicago 
made 4 fast run to the scene, Capt. Emile le Toux; driv- 
ing her as she had never been driv en before  - SEA 

When the Chieago arrived Red Cross workers met her 
to care for those from the Venezia, "The latter's pas- 
sengers were in. an odd predicament,” as they had no 
passports for this country. They will, be taken е TON 
‘on one of the French ships sailing Pi) s 25 
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LATEST EVENTS 


FINED FOR HELPING ANIMALS. 
A Clarks Mills farmer found a erippled ferret in his 
fields and toók the animal to his home. It presented 
him with a family of six little ferrets. A Game War- 


den happened along and seeing the animals the farmer | 


was fined $25 for each, it being against the Pennsyl | 
vania law to possess ferrets. 


WOMAN’ 3 У ироније OF BURGLARS TRUE | 


Mrs, J. McAlpine, wife-of a jeweller of Gilroy, 
Cal, had a dno act that burglars would visit the 
store and insisted on sleeping one night in living quart- 
ers’ back of that establishment. In the middle of the 
night thieves attempted to:enter through the skylight. 
She was awakened by falling glass from the skylight. 
‘he skylight curtain also fell down into her room. The | 
noise and her screams apparently frightened mà ше? es | 
away. 


CHILD ROBBERS. 


In“ front of a safe cracked. with considerable crafts- 
manship. Berlin detectives discovered the print of a 
hare foot, child’s size, though they could hardly per- 
suude themselves that the safe burglar could be a child. 
A few nights later the burglars, two boys aged eight 
and ten, were surprised breaking a window pane and 
tracked to their lair in a box car, where they had a 
regular robbers’ den equipped with mattresses and 
other conveniences, 


BEES INVADE CANDY PLANT. 

Attracted by the sugar used in the manufacture of 
candy, millions of bees have swarmed into the factory 
of Goelitz Bros., North Chicago, and employees and of- 
ficials are unable to drive them out. Many persons have 
been severely stung. James C. Hoffman, who waded 
through flying bullets overseas and emerged unscathed, 
was compelled io take cover while attempting to` battle 
the bees, E, E, Kelly, Seeretary and Treasurer of the 
company, was badly stung. 
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VOLCANO IN LAKE KILLS FISH. 

Residents of Klamath County, Ore., are at a loss fo 
account for the unprecedented eruption «which occurred 
recently in Diamond Lake. 'l'housands of fish were kill- 
ed and waters of the entire lake were discolored, Dia- 
mond Lake is located about nine miles from Crater Lake 
and is a favorite haunt of fishermen. News of the dis- 
turbance was brought to Klamath Falls by R. E. Clan- 
ton. State Master Fish Warden, and Н, D. Stout, De- 
puty Game Warden. Mr. Clanton and Mr. Stout be- 
lieve the destruction of the fish was eaused by an under- 
water volcanie eruption. 


| 
| 
i 
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COURTSHIP ВУ MAIL, 

Following a year of courtship by mail, William Bla- 
| пеу, aged fifty-two, a farmer of Union Township, and 
|Miss Willa Hawkins, aged eighteen, of Calico Rock, 
lzark, Ark., were married in Columbus, Ind., the other 


day shortly after their first meeting. Blaney proposed 
by mail and was accepted in like manner. In*the e- 
groom's anxiety he came to this eity two days d- 
vance of the arrival of his betrothed, and waited pa- 


tiently in this city until she came, After the couple’s 
marriage the bridegroom avnounced that with him the 
|courtship and marriage were regarded as a business 
proposition from start to finish. 


| PREACHER TURNS FISHERMAN.  ' 

“І eouldn't do it preaching! I had to go fishing. I 
| think God was with me, for every time I cast my net it 
соте up full. For six days and night I got little sleep, 
|80 great was the catch.” 

That was what Rev. Н. В. Nyoen, pastor of the Nor- 
| wegian Baptist Church, Tacoma, Wash., said the other 
| day as he bought tickets for himself, his wife and four 
| children for Norway, where, he says, preaching is more 
lucrative than in America, He could not gather enough 
money together to go home merely by preaching, so he 
joined a salmon fishing crew off the San Juan Islands 
‘and made a clean-up.on the season's catch. 

Rev. Mr. Nyoen will go to Harstad, Norway, where 
| he will receive 6000 kroner a year, with house and fuel 
| furnished to him. He received but $800 from his little 
| church in Tacoma. 


JAPAN HAS LOST HALF HER TRADE IN CHINA. 

Japanese merchants in China have lost 40 to 50 per 
cent. of their trade because of the anti-Japanese boy- 
cott. This applies to retailers rather than to wholesal- 
ers. A small report received recently indicates that the 
boycott is well organized and thriving, although for a 
time it was presumed it would be spasmodic. 

One important result has been to stimulate Chinese 
manufacture, It is now believed that before long much 
|of the trade in commodi tiia which the Japanese mer- 
chants captured from the 0! ^':*1 States and European 
| countries during the war у - gradually pass into the 
hands of ће Chinese. Japanese merchants admit, ac- 
cording to the report, that a great deal of that trade 
will revert to Americans and Europeans, especially in 
high grade produets. 

Although the present offers a favorable opportunity 
for Amerieans and Europeans to rebuild a flourishing 
trade, the greatly increased cost of products of foreign 
origin and the large markets elsewhere make it difficult 
to take advantage of it. 
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THE ISLAND KING. 


By Alexander AERE 


“An interesting ease. Poor fellow, they brought 
him to me thinking that I perhaps eould restore him 
to reason, In vain. ‘Standing before a mirror, so as 
to be a witness to his own dying agonies, he slowly 
foreed a dagger through the living breast to his heart, 
and dropped down dead just as a passing attendant 
eaught sight of him.’’ 

; This was the endorsement on the outside of one of 
my uncle's manuscripts; naturally I was at once deeply 
interested, and with avidity read the history of the 
Island King. 

Rufus Borden as a child was bright and smart. As 

‘advanced in years he showed a fondness for draw- 

. Showing himself possessed of talent, his father 

aced him under competent instructors, and by the 
age of nineteen, Rufus Borden's name was spoken of 
as being that of an artist of great promise. 

He finally conceived the idea of painting a picture 
delineating the dying agonies of a victim of the Span- 
ish Inquisition. 

The picture finished, he was not satisfied. The vie- 
tim’s face did not express the agony Borden thought 
it should. 

Months passed. 

His picture, talked of by every one in an expectant 
tone, did not appear. He became more morose, more 
moody, his brow was always black and lowering. He 
could not stamp on.the face the expression he wished. 

A murderer was to be hung. He went to the execu- 
tion, and when the drop fell, sprang forward and tore 
the black cap from the murderer's head. But death 
had been instantaneous, the face was as placid and 
calm as that of a sleeping babe. 

He turned away in disgust. 

Three days later every one, his family included, was 
surprised to hear that he had, suddenly and unknown 
to any one, left New York. And what was more, none 
knew whither he had gone, nor did any one have the 
faintest, suspicion of the awful truth. 

His monomania had developed into madness. А 
madness that was murderous, 

He intended seeking some desolate, out-of-the-way 
spot, and there sojourn secretly until he had found a 
vietim, and added to his picture the one point which 
heft it ‘imperfect. 

Wandering in search of such a place as he desired, 
he finally struck an island on the rock-ribbed coast of 
Maine. 

He had bought a boat and brought provisions with 
him, for the island was naught but a mass of bleak 
rock, with scarcely a spear of grass or anything green 
оп it. He ealled' himself the Island King in one of the 
mad fancies of his brain. 

A day he spent in putting things in shape, and then 
he stepped the mast in his boat and went bounding 
over the waves toward Nepang. 

His ostensible purpose was to purchase provisions, 
but ah! that roving eye, with its horrible covetous ex- 
pression, as it rested on the human beings whom he 
passed. That told another pad had any one been 
shrewd enough to read. 
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With a cunning that was marvelous, he laid his 
plans. But he was doomed to disappointment when he 
tried to entrap different men, and an angry, baleful 
light gleamed in his eyes. 

He tried to entice a young lad of sixteen into his 
a but the boy took one look at those red eyes and 

e 

Then he met a fellow staggering along the beach. 
‘Worthless Jim," he was called by the villagers. He 
was a ne’er-do-well, a drunkard, when he could find 
the means to drink. 

Ha! Worthless Jim would answer, if he could do no 
better. 

Night was coming on.» The madman purchased a 
bottle of liquor as a lure. Worthless Jim drank deeply 
when it was proffered, and, stupidly drunk, was rolled 
into. the painter’s boat after darkness had fallen. 

When the inebriated fellow recovered his conscious- 
ness it was to find himself lying on the ground, bound 
hand and foot, He demanded to be released, and the 
maniac, hearing his voice, faced him instantly. 

Let us skip the period of a week, 

During this time Worthless Jim had been kept with- 
out food. His only drink had been water. He had 
now become quite pale, and was beginning to become 
emaciated. 

In vain he begged for mercy. 

“What!” the madman would scornfully say. ‘‘You 
want to live? Great heaven, can any one be so dead 
to those sublime poetie feelings that he would regret 
laying down so worthless a life as yours to gain an im- 
mortal name??? 

“I do not want to die!" groaned the unhappy man. 
“Let me live—let me live! I am not fit to die! 

“Then make your peace with your Maker while you 
yet have time," would be the cold reply. 

The time the madman had so impatiently longed for 
had arrived. 

Placing Worthless Jim so that he might see his face 
when standing before the canvas, brush in hand, ready 
to depict the fleeting expressions of his writhing face, 
the madman laid a large, flat rock on Jim’s breast. 

As the weight settled down, the wretch breathed 
with difficulty, his heart’s action was confined and 
caused the blood to clog his veins, caused his forehead 
and face to assume a purplish hue, caused his temples 
to swell until they seemed ready to burst. 

“It wants more weight still" muttered the fiend, 
and laid another rock on top of ‘the first. 

Jim's agonies were frightful to witnesss. 

Each drawn breath was the signal for a spasm of 
intense agony. His face purpled until it was nearly 
blaek. 

The maniae paused, started, flung palbtte and brush 
fiercely down with a despairing ery: 

“Dead! Oh, why could he not have lived another 
minute or two?" 

He had piled too great a weight on Jim's breast. It 
suddenly caved in, and with one long-drawn but low- 
toned ery of anguish, he ceased to writhe and move. 

‘‘Balked!’’ hissed the maniac, in a fierce tone, and 
flinging himself to the earth seemed ready to beat his 
brains out with vexation. 

A minute later he sprang to his feet, hopeful, and 
taking brush and palette, sought to add io the face the 
points of expression of anguish which Jim’s too sad 
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den death had prevented. А frenzied minute or so of 
touehing the faee here and there, and then he de-| 
stroyed all that he had gained by drawing a great daub 
of blaek aeross the faee on the canvas, and then flung 
away his implements. 

“It must be done from life," he hissed. “ГІ not 
give up yet—no—no—he died too quick. I’ll be more 
careful the next time!’’ | 

He dragged the dead. body to the edge of the bluff 
and shoved it over, then watehed it as it bounded and 
rebounded against the rocks, finally to be swallowed 
by the sea that beat against the base of the cliff. 

Sitting moodily at the point where he tumbled the 
body over, some hours passed. The eool sea breezes, 
freshening up toward: the» decline of day, played 
through his hair and tossed it hither and thither, yet 
without eooling his heated brain. 

Glancing out across the stretch of water between 
himself and Nepaug, his eyes caught the reflection of | 
the setting sun as it rested on the small, white sail of 
a tiny yacht. 

lis face brightened as he gazed at the craft long! 
and earnestly. It contained the figures of a youth and 
n little girl, It was nearly dark; and while an awful, 
a hideous thought revolved in his fevered brain, he! 
dashed down the steep path to where his boat was| 
moored. 

Into it he sprang, veined his sail, and with devilish 
cunning steered a course which would bring him be- 
tween the yaeht and shore. 

Meanwhile the breeze freshened. Fate played into 
his hands, for the youth seemed to find diffieulty in 
handling his craft, and just ere darkness closed in, it 
upset. 

Towards them the maniae went flying, oblivious to 
everything but the faet that his prey was flung into his 
hands; and he reseued them. 

When morning dawned, an anguished, pale-faeed man 
might have been seen pacing the beach of Nepaüg, and 
a groan of horror and despair burst from his lips as the 
tiny yacht, upset, drifted near his feet. 

My, Dupont was beside himself with grief, and the 
rude:fishermen passed him with tears in their eyes, pass- 
ed him silently and with bowed heads. 

“Little Lightfoot’’—so the villagers called the gold- 
en-haired child—was gone. And Willie Dupont had 
shared her fate. 

Thus four days passed and still the bodies had not 
eome ashore. 

Night was just closing in when a fishing smack ran 
in, and its captain jumped ashore. 

In a few minutes a wild shout of joy went up. 

"Y saw them rescued, I tell you," said the smack’s 
captain, positively. ‘І was a quarter of a mile to wind- 
ward, saw the yacht capsize, and would have run down; 
to it, only I saw a cat-rigged boat reseue em.” 


| 


Then where were they? 

“А body on the beach!’ came a ery. 

It was that of Worthless Jim, all bruised and mang- 
led. But they knew it by the clothing. 

“Не had been seen with the stranger’ "—in so small 
a place it was impossible for a stranger to appear with- 
out its being known he was such-—''and had been mur- 
dered,’’ some one said. 

The stranger had come and gone in a cat- rigged boat. 
The conclusion was inevitable, harrowing as it was. 


WILD WEST WEEKLY. 


Some one had seen a boat on the shore of Rocky 
Island. 

У Who will volunteer to go with me and гезепе them 
asked Mr. Dupont in a suffoeated tone. 

Not a man within hearing but responded promptly. 
A heavy fisherman's boat was soon manned with à 
sturdy erew of half a doen fishermen in oiled boots and 
tarpaulins, and as the soft moon arose and smiled be- 
nignantly down on them, they began pulling vigorously 
on the oars. 

“Не inhabits this island, " said Mr. Dupont, as they 
approached it. *Sec—there is reflection of a fire on 
its summit."* as 

So there was. It was burning brightly, its light being 
cast on the canvas and on the convulsed face of Willie 
Dupont, who, having been stared four days, was now 
lying there, his breast weighted down by heavy stones. 

In the days of the Spanish Inquisition the torturi 
was conducted in dungeons, by the light of burning 
тега. It had struck the maniae's fancy to attempt 


Tr 


|pieting Willie's sufferings by the glow of a fire, t 


nearest approach he could make to a brazier. 

Little Lightfoot was fastened to a rock near by, with 
a rope tied about her waist, and her agonizing cries as 
she saw her brother tortured were simply heartrending. 
But calmly, unfeelingly as a marble statue, the maniac 
pursued his hideous work. 

Willie was sixteen, and had been a rugged and sturdy 


lad, but starvation had weakened him, and as he lay 


there suffering, dying, he could not have moved had he 
been freed. 

The torture of his position became more and more 
dreadful; in another moment the same catastrophe 
would have ended his life that had eome to Worthless 
Jim, when with a wild shout of joy as they eame upon 
the scene, seven men rushed forward. 

The maniae turned and fought like a tiger, but by a 
fortunate blow was stricken senseless, and in this con- 
dition was earried to the boat byt three of the fisher- 
men. 

Mr. Dupont carried his darling Lightfoot, and a fish- 


!erman earried Willie down to the boat. 


They had felt like killing the fiendish artist, and 
would have flung him into the sea had not Mr. Dupont 
prevented them. Standing there with his child in his 
arms, he could not but pity the senseless, pale-fneed 
handsome maniac conveyed by the fishermen, and they 


secured him with bonds, although they spared his life. 


His friends were finally found, and by them the Is- 
land King was placed in the asylum, under my uncle’s- 
саге. 

But he never recovered his reason. He was always 
talking of depicting dying agony, and finally took his 
own life that he might look upon such a scene and then 
transfer it to eanvas. His crazed brain did not seem 
able to comprehend that he could not kill himself and 


`| yet live to gain the renown the struggle for which had 


made him a maniac. 


8-YEAR-OLD SPENDS $100. 


John Camino, 8, of Pittsburgh, gives promise of de- | 
veloping into a spendthrift. John found a $100 bil. 
оп a recent morning. Before noon he had а $40 bicycle, 
several airguns and his arms filled with eandy and Aus 
Of the $100 bill 42 cents remained. 


NEW DOUBLE ACTION BABY HAMMERLESS REVOLVER , 


(а ска, Nentest, Pract ааа xcd | 
а Spei me pital H 

дна им. eme niek, nao Se | | 

Ало ideal home M ke pre ae ei 


oats Е Yoo | 
Bestaicel, Nickel plated Ф Ni огејанорсн | 
Myery one tested at factory. y er satur mac. 
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HINDU FORTUNE TELLING BOOK | 
English translation from ancient Hindu. 
Answers any question perfectly. Most 
wonderful book in existence. Mailed post- 
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For protection and sport, every man and 
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He Quit | 
Cigarettes | 


cod d А ix 
GAINED OVER 30 POUNDS 
“I smoked cigarettes ever since a boy. 
From six to eight sé of tobacco 1 used 
weekly," states Mr. S. Н. Fetguson. 
Chyarettes were doing me great harm. 1 
became so nervous that 1 couldn't sleep 
until I smoked. Fach morning 1 had an 
awful taste in my mouth. 
“Several times I tried to quit by will- 


= 


power, but it just seemed that i would go 
wild if I couldn't have cigarettes. 

E hand almost given up hopes of ever 
quitting until one day I sent for a free 


Mr. Woods that told me what to 
the way, I quit easily 
en't touched a cigarette 
gained over 30 pounds 
e the method too highly. 
cigarette smoket—if you 
so 


hook by 
do. After iearni 
ys and 
in yeais. I ha 
and cantot p 
1 say to every 
can’t quit without help get this book,” 
anys Mr, Ferguson of Crumps Park. 
The foregoing remarks are like those of | 
many other men who have been freed from | 
the habit of smoking cigarettes, pipe or 
eigats or who have been chewing tobaceo 
or dipping sunuff excessively. | 
Get this bosk. It is free; postpaid to 
you. Cut this out nnd show others. 
Write at once to Edward ð. 
TC€-108, Station P, New York, №. Y. 
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We want material for PEN АСК 
Real Magazine for the Live Amerieun B 
and wil pay cash for ваше. PEN TRAC. 
is published throughout by the boy e 
Selves, including the front page Ши tion, 
and contains 32 pages of interesting, in- 
structive and amusing articles and sketches 
in each issue. We pay $1.00 or more for 
all sketches accepted and for each of the 
three best written articles in each issue. 
Material on all subjects, of interest to boys 
between the ages of 12 and 21, is weleome. 
A trial six months’ subscription for 30 
cents. | 
PEN TRACKS PUBLISHING COMPANY | 
Drummond, Montana, P. 0, Box 31 
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Strength are Ка ин“ 
at yourself in the glass, ask 
whats wrong? Why are! | 
you not able to get the most 
out of life in the joy of liv] | 
ing und earning capacity? 
Do you realize the danger 
you are in by neglecting 
yourself? 18 it constipa- 
tion, 


round shoulders, 

orders? Аге you flat-ches: 
or mound shouldered? 

Too thin or too stout? Dol | 


3 opraent or Just your general 
health? | 
ARE YOU AFRAID OF THE TRUTH? 
Why not come to me as a friend and con- 
fidant and tell me what is preventing your 
getting the most out of life? I will write 
You a friendiy, personal, heipful talk that 
wil Hft you out of despair and URGED 
You. can't mend the body with LE, 
PHYSICS and PIFFLE! You must bor. | 
Nature's way. This is the Strongfort 
way. I will show you. Send for my 
wonderful book, “Promotion and Conser- 
vation of Heaith, Strength and Mental 
Energy,” enclosing three 2e, stamps to pay 
mailing expenses Jt will help you to 
shape your destiny. Пе the master, not 
the slave. Write to- day. 


LIONEL STRONGFORT 
Physical and Health Specialist 
1048 Strongfort Institute, s Newark, N. J. 
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ВЕЕ a ADVENTURES 
Buffalo Bill 


Every boy has heard of Buffale 
Bill, the great American Scout; of 
his adventures in the Wild West 
when the Indians and Buffaloes 
overran the prairies, Не was a 
great horseman and a dead shot 
with rifle and pistol and it was 
well for him that he was, as his n- 
bility in that line saved his life 


2 € 


| Moy times, "This book should be read by eyery 


Boy and Girl. Sent Postpost by mail, 10 Cents. 
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er breathing. 
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&he cigarette habit 


ich you | mean slavery of nicotine. breathers 1 
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Wonderful Victory 


Over Baldnes 


HAIR. GROWN ON MR. 


Ж 


BRITTAINS BALD HEA 


BY INDIANS MYSTERIOUS OINTMENT 


My head at the top and baek wag abao- | 
iutely bald, The scalp was shiny. 
pert said that he thought the hair roots | 
Were'extinct, and there was no hope of 
2t ever having a new hair growth. 

et now, at the age of 66, 1 have a luxuri- 
«nt growth of soft, strong, lustrous hair! 
No trace of baldness. 


indians’ Secret of Hair Growth 


Atat 
try! 


e when I had become discouraged 

various bair lotions, tonics, 
treatments, etc. I came across, 
els, a Cherokee UR “medicine 
Lad an elixir that he guaran- 
grow my hair, Although 1 had 
S it a trial. To my amaze- 
it fuzz soon appeared. It devel- 
4 дау, into a regular healthy 


pro- 
any youthful days. 
was amazed and happy is express- 
ing my state of mind mildly. 


at 
8 


Hair Grew Luxuriantly 


оку, the hair roots had not been 
but were dormant in the scalp, await- 
zn the fertilizing poteacy of the mysteri- 
ous pomade. 
it became my sudden determination to 
fors the recipe or secret if 1 could. Hay- 
g used my most persunsive arguments 
which convinced the aged savant of шу sin- 
eerity and that he had only fairness to ex- 
pect from me, | succeeded in ма шав the se- 
.€ret recipe by giving him a valuable rifle 
an excbange. 


1 Put the Secret Away 


egular business took all my time, 
. aud I was compelled to forego my 


how! 
plans to iatroduce 


tal-ko (which I 
tall for short ko- 
talko) and 1 put 
the secret aside 
for some years. 

That my own 
hair growth was 

ermanent has 

een amply 
proved. 


у honest 
belief is that 
hair roots 


rarely die 
evenwhen 
hair 
out 
through dan- 


An ex- | 


the wonderful kc- | 


| excessive dry- 
ness or - other 
disorders. J am 
convinced, and 
аш sure many 
scientists will 
agree, that the 
hair roots be- 


come imbedded 
within the scalp, 
covered by hard 
skin, so that 
they are 
like bulbs 
or seeds in 
a bottle 
which will 
grow when 
fertilized. 
Shampoos 
(which con- 
tain alka- 
lis) and 
hair lotions 
which con- 
tain alco- 
hol are enemies to the hair, as they dry it. 
making it brittle. 


The Secret Now Revealed 


Recently 1 was induced, while on a busi- 
ness trip to London, to introduce Кошко, 
the Indian hair elixir. 
mediate demand aud has since been intro- 
duced throughout Engiand 
where, despiie the war, it is having а great 
sale. Its popularity comes chiefly from the 
voluntary endorsements of users. Many per- 
sons—men, women aud ehildren—&re report- 
ing new bair growth. Some cases were 
really more extraordinary than шу own, 
For instance, a lady reported that Kotalko 
grew a beautiful supply of blond hair (her 
natural shude) after her head had been com- 
pietely bald since a fever nine years previ- 
ously and she had worn а wig ever since. 

A military officer had а bald spot which 
had been growing larger for some tine. 
OPE а few weeks it was completely gov- 
егей. 


І could mention numerous examples. Now, 
having made arrangements here, 1 intend to 
supply Kotalko, according to the genuine 
Indians’ formula to whomsoever wishes te 
obtain it. 


Recipe Given Free 


M ——À 


" 


= a 


The recipe ` shall be pleased to mail, free. 
Address: Joh. Hart Brittain, BG-103, Sta- 
tion F, New York, N. Y. When you have 
grown new hair please send me a letter giv- 
ing the facts for my files. 


druff, fever, 
a back-yare 


ERABBITSUST | 


land Red, Flemish Giant and Belgian Hares 
b than chickens, Breed 

to о а litser, Easy ts 
ock and buy a you 
Hom 6 ae at $7. ос а Pair. page 
nd feeding, 4 cents, 


‘To the Wie of 
One Who Drinks 


have an important confldentis! 4 
message for you. How to спаса 
the liquor habit in three days and 
make home happy. li will come in 
a plain envelope. 1 
t. me inexpens 
. Write Edw. 
м Das Station E, New Y 
Show this to others. 


J. Woods, 
N. Y. 


me^ bad beencachine ia wu S Whet 


we offer these fine 
ts for dress or 

porre many 
enuine 


pens. ful narrow weavs, smooth silky 

finish, Cen] for 2 years solid 

wear and satisfaction and regular $5.00 

valueor MONEY ВА! "These stylish 
x .00 pants, while they 


last, only ona 
pair to any customer, by 
repaid ^Xpreas, for Sul $ 


f Cash Profits 


Seain 


T eloth ot aap oe а 


"You can earn a lot 
of extra ae by 
ге 


Crop 9 
CHICAGO canons jiin 
J-531- 5155. Раша St, Chago 


It inet with an ia- | 


and France, | 


| 


| Open 


your 
weight 
Particulare mailed free to 
Hall Chesa.Co, Dept. B-124 St Lonis. Me 


BAD BREATH 


Caused by 


Acid-Stemach 


How can anyone with a sour. спеву 
stomach, who is constantly belching, has 
heartburn and suffers from indigestion have 
anything but a bad breath? All of these 
stomach disorders mean just one Ug 
Acid-Stomach. 

EATONIC, the wonderful new stomach 
remedy in pleasant tasting tablet form that 
you eat like a bit of candy, brings quick 
relief from these stomach miseries. EATONIO 
&weetens the breath because it makes the 
stomach sweet, cool and comfortable. Try it 
for that nasty taste, congested throat and 
“heady feeling” after too much smoking. 

If negiected, Acid-Stomach may cause you 
alot ої serious trouble. 15 leads to hervous- 
ness, headaches, insomnia, melancholia, rheu- 
matism, sciatica, heart trouble, ulcer and 
cancer of the stomach. It makes its millions 
of victims weak and miserable, listless, lack- 
ing in energy, all tired out It often brings 
about chronic inWalidism. premature old age, 
a shortening of one's days.  ; 

You need the help that EATONIC can give 
you if you are not feeling as strong and 
well ав you should. You will be surprised 
to see how much better you will feel just as 
soon as you begin taking this wonderint 
stomach remedy. Geta big 50 cent box irom 
your druggist today, He will return your 
money if you arc not satisfied, 


EATON! ІС 


FOR YOUR ACID-STOMACH) 


SORE LEGS HEALED 


Enlarged Veins, Eczema Һе еу 
while you work. Write for hook "Нож to Heal Му 
Sore Legs at Home.” Describa your case, 

4. C. LIEPE, 1457 Green Bay Avenus, Willwaukes, Wis 


Cured His RUPTURE 


1 was badly ruptured while lifting a t guk 
several years ago. Doctors said my 
hope of cure was an operation. Tr 
did me no good. Finally 1 got hold of some- 
thing that quickly and completely cured 
me. Years have passed and the rupture haa 
never returned, although I am doing harei 
work as-a carpenter. There was no opera- 
tion, no lost time, no trouble. 1 have noth- 


Legs, Ulcers, 


ing to sell, but will give full information 
about how you me nd a complete cure 
without operation, you write to me, 


Eugene M. Pullen, Carpenter, 679F Marcel- 
lus Avenue, Manasquan, №. J. Better cut 
out this notice and show it to any others 
who аге ruptured—you may save a life or 
at least stop the misery of rupture and the 
worry and danger of an operation: w 


SHE WAS OBESE 


The shadow on this pleture glves 
you au idea how she looked and 
felt. By taking 011 ef Korein and 
following the easy directions she res 
duced 38 pounds in three months, 
Now she is agile, attractive, 
mentally alert and in better 
health. Reliable anti-fat self- 
Buy = small box 
Verdi re Hs Oil of 

oroin; it comes in eapsules. 
Many women have reduced 
easily, lasungly, 10 to 60 pounds, 
method, endorsed by physicians, For free book of ad~ 
vice (ia plain wrapper) write to Korein Co., NH-10B, 
station У, New York City. Show this to friends, 


Safe and ploasam 


September Morn Kung—rree 
The Beautiful Raised ae: of the Young, ом 


' = 
nds and introduce 

ds Ен ај 
E t FREE, Postpaid, „Mis ° мефњ а. асса 


"will bring tul: bibere. wil be revolutionized by transmis 
ne a . wealth or poverty. You сап | through the earth and water, instead of. ‘the 

2 his Little book, Buy one and be con-| result of discoveries made at a little experiment 

Е tion on a barge in San Diego, Calif., it was predicted ` 

то рсоме AN INVENTOR. Every Lieut. R.A. Morton of the navy radio laboratory а: 
"boy Shen i how inventions originated. This book Isl 1, wh 1 d h + : 
explains th у giving example in electricity, hydraulics, sland, who conducted the experiments. Ка 
е m, optics, pneumatics, ete. у First proof of the suecess of the new method: 

js "s 260; “HOW TO COOX.— One of the most instructive | transmission through tho. earth, according · fo 1 
Cooking ever published. It contains rec'pes for} Morton, was made when the Navy nepartment епі 
варке moats, Пар, same and oysters; elso ples puddings, | message from the Annapolis station to the Brit 
cakes 004 ah kinds of pastry, and a grand collection «f 


е oe, miralty that the dirigible R-34 had been sighte 


No. St. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER—Containing eder aped ve SS es nk кч fore 
feuricen Hlusiretins; giving the different positions requisite | heard the message and copied it in its entirety 
to hecome a good speaker, reader and elocutionlst. Also con- that underwater cables can be pointed like a gu а 
taining gems from all. the popular authors of prose and andy station desired and so single out such a on į whe: 
poetry 1. as, arerial antennae are equally affected by waves | 
2. HOW TO RIDE A BICYCLE.—Containinz іп. ај directions, a 


“structions for beginners, tholee of a machine, hints on train- 
: é A. complete book, Full of practical illustrations. 


35, HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A compiete and use- PREACHER SWIM 
it little book, Containing the rules and regulations of bil- ) AGED У c 8 S. х 
“Hard The Rev, Dr. E. M. Mills, 73 years old and 
3 S; bagatelle; backgammon, croqust, dominoes, ete, de hodi P ^ 
No. 26. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing | Of the General. Methodist Episcopal Conferen 

all the leading conunárums of the day, ME riddles curi- | World, gave his friends a surprise by taking 
ons coiohéa and witty sayings. à | mile swim in the Seneca River, New York, 
| No, 38. HOW, TO BECOME YOUR OWN ростон. Taking to the water at 4 P. M. near Belgium, D 

EDS ful m ера) Mag and isa 7 E] Mills swam to Phoenix, leaving the water at 7 о'ејов 
the ireat:ient of ordinary Seasea ang ailments m 
family Abounding In useful and ettéctivo | Wading out of the river, he declared that. he was 1 
Неа oor pie Mti. | fresh and vigorous as before the start, and expressed 
29. HOW то RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, Prs-|Tezrét that an appointment at 8 o "clock. kept him. 
AND RADBFIS.—4 useful and instructive, pook. | trying io swim, farther. 

y s А | Last summer Dr. Mills swam the length of Cazenoy 
: 40. HOW TO MARE-AND SET TRAPS.—Ine/Bé!hg Take in four hours. Old residents of that section, dew 
d EUR. Arden pen os jun tusk and | Gare it is the only time that such a feat has been ace 


No. 4f. HE. BOYS OV NOW YORK. END MEN'S yoke complished, although severàl swimmers pare attempted 


BOOK. Contiining a стене variety of the latest jokes used jit. j 
by tha мове famous end men. No amateur minstrels ia) Dr. Mills has traveled extensively pud Fakes: pride Е 
penm e witho: ut this wonderful little booit, |a record of having swam in the Atlantic, Pacific: 


42, TH BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER. Indian Oceans, as well as a large number of the Eu 


пиле a varied assortment of stump speches, Megro, fean and Asiatie lakes and rivers, E 
"gna НЕЋУ “Also end men's jokes. Just the thing ror] PONE 


sethent ang amateur shows, 


How TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing SIMPLE WAY TO GROW DWARF TREES. 


“the ghandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed be-| Miniature trees used as parlor decorations | gene 
-fore (за publie, Also tricks with cards, incantations, ete: | belong to species which under ordinary conditiong 
No. 44. HOW TO WRITE IN AN ALBUM.—A grand col- | to a mueh greater height. These partieular e 


"јесмо at Aibum Verses’ sultable:for any time and оссазіол; owe their small size to-the fact tat their prowtln 
embracing Lines of Love Affection, Sentiment, Humor, Re- gr 


jj epect, and ‘Condolence; also Verses Suitable for Valentines espe stunted. . The proces ја ismple, says Popy 
“ana Weddings. : uti Da па did UERS 
J'wo. 46; "THE. BOYS or NEW YORK MINSTREL). OUt a thick-skinnod orange in two and ‘тещ 
"GUIDE AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very in- pulp from one of the halves. Coat the skin on t 
structive. "Every boy should obtain this book, ag it con- with shellae to preserve it, and fill it with fine 
tains full равна ‘for organizing an amateur minstrel | Plant two or three seeds of some evergreen tree in 
(troupe. “i soil, and set it in a rom where the growing plant wi 
No.40. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY. —A plenty of sunlight. Be eareful to prop up the ak 
description of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro | such а way that the shot will grow теа ot 
magnetism;i together with full ees ће bora uu low the rom where it stands to become 
Bitte ubi. By George Tre ~ water the soil in moderation from time to time, - 
the rots foree their way through the peel, eut th 
flush with its outer surface, and in doing so be c 
not to injure the coat of spia. х 
After the plant has ati 
in a large flower pot, 
| but as its roots have been curtailed, it will be 


D 


Ww. fo BREAK, RIDE ‘AND DRIVE А. 
se on the horse. Describing the 


